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MAXIMILIAN, reigning Count Moor. 


8 8 

Francis, 

AMELIA, his niece. 

SPIEGELBERG, ) 

SCHWEIZER, 

GRIMM, 

SCHUFTERLE, 4 Libertines, afterwards Banditti “. 
RoLLER, 

RAZzMAN, 

Kovs1N$SKY. } 


HEerMAN, Bastard of a.Nobleman. 

A MESSENGER from the Magistrate. | 
DANIEL, an old Servant of Count Moor's., . © 
SERVANTS, ROBBERS. 


* The names of the Banditti were chonen by Mr. Schiller to 
convey some idea of their real characters. 
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SCENE, Germany. 


. ' | 


The tne ef alin at GP et he mee 
ror Maximilian, (grandfather of Charles V.) in the beginning of 
the sixteenth century. This Emperor first established the Impe - 
rial Diet, which concluded a general peace between all the va · 
rious States that compose the Germanic Empire, Before that 
time, the nobility and gentry were continually at war with each 
other; the strongest imagining himself at liberty, whenever he 
pleased, to attack the weakest, and commit outrage and depre- 
dation with impunity, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE numerous obscurities which occur 
in the Tragedies of Mr. Schiller, arising 
from the peculiarities of the German Idiom, 
and from that energy of expression for which 
he is so remarkable, have many of them 
been misunderstood, or insufficiently ex- 
plained, even by the natives of Germany, 
and would have effectually deterred me 
from $0 arduous an undertaking as a Tran- 
Slation of THE RoBBERs, had I not for the 
last six years been in the habit of stating and 
explaining these difficulties to many learned 
men in this country; and had I not another 
important advantage, that 1s, the assistance 
of some of the first English scholars, towards 
putting the present Translation into a com- 
pletely English dress. 2 
Mr. Schiller's Play of THE RoBBERS has 
been several times translated into English, 
but the Translations have been $0 very im- 


perfectly 


rr _ — — — 
, 


\/ 
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perfectly executed. and have exhibited their 
original in so mutilated a state, as scarcely 
to leave a shadow of resemblance between 
them and the original. Former Translators 
have not only left unexplained the most ob- 
SCure passages, but have sometimes gone so 
far as to omit whole characters and scenes, 
while their language, instead of representing 
the sublime dignity of Schiller, either rises 
into bombast, or dwindles into puerility.. 

For these reasons, a faithful Translation of 
THE ROBBERS seemed to me much want- | 
ing; and the very favourable reception of my 
former Translation of Count Benyowsky, of 
which a second edition has lately appear- 
ed—added to the solicitations of a great 
number of my friends, has induced me once 
more to call upon the attention of: the Pub- 
hc, and I persuade myself that the present 
attempt will be found still more worthy of 


their favour. 


In the Notes which I have added, I have 
endeavoured to explain obscurities which 
occur in the original. | 

As it is my intention to present the Public 
with a literal Translation, I have been par- 
ticularly careful to adhere as closely as pos- 


sible 
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sible to the style and language of Schiller, 
and not to change any of the expressions of 
the original, if I could any way avoid it. 
Many of these may appear rather harsh to 
an English ear; and though there are some 
which, however beautiful and striking they 
may be in the original, cannot but lose 
much of their spirit in a translation; I have 
always endeavoured, with the most scrupu- 
lous exactness, to give the precise meaning 
of every word and phrase, and have adopted 
such expressions as seemed to accord best 
with che genius of the German language. 
The Tragedy of THE ROBBERS is the chef 
d'auore of Mr. Schiller, and perhaps the 
most excellent work of that kind, known in 
Germany. - 
The language is bold and energetic, highly | 
impassionate, and adapted in every respect 1 
to express all that sublimity of sentiment 
which it is meant to convey. | 
It appeals equally to the two master emo- i 
tions of the heart, terror and pity; and the | 
conflict of the passions is so strong and ya- 
ried, that the mind of the readies never re- 


poses for a moment. | 
5 We | 
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We feel alternately the sensation of abhor- 
rence, anriety, terror, compussion, and admi- 
ration. | | 

The character of Charles Moor, the hero 
of the piece, is drawn in a manner that ap- 
proaches as near to perfection as possible. 
Believing himself an instrument of ven- 
geance in the hand of the Almighty, for the 
punishment of the crimes of his fellow-crea- 
tures, he feels a kind of mournful satisfaction 
in fulfilling his dreadful mission, considering 
himself compelled to act as he does. The 
reputation of this dramatic Work is univer- 
sally established, and all my readers will 
agree with me in the assertion, that there are 
few productions superior to it. We admire, 
but not without surprize and horror. We 
stand upon the precipice with a mixture of 
astonighment and delight, we shudder while 
we gaze around us, 


THE 


ROBBERS. 
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SCENE 1. we. 
Franconia. An Apartment in the Caſtle of Count Moor. 


FxAxcis, AND THE or Count Mook. 


FRANCIS, 


BY? are you really well, father ! you look fo 
pale. 
OLD MOOR. 
Quite well, my ſon. What hadſt thou to ſay 
to me? 
FRANCIS. LEE 
The poſt is arrived. A letter from e 
reſpondent at Leipzicx— ; 
9 B | OLD 
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OLD MooR. | Eagerly.] 

Any account of my ſon Charles? 

FRANCIS. 

Hem ! hem !—Why, yes. But I fear—if you 
are ill—or are in the leaſt danger of being ſo— 
let me! will ſpeak to you at a more convenient 
time. [Half afide.] Theſe are no * for a 


feeble frame 
OLD MOOR. 
Gracious heaven ! What am I to hear? 
FRANCIS. 


Firſt let me retire a moment, to ſhed a tear of 
compaſhon for my loſt brother—-I ſhould be ſilent 
for ever—lince he is your ſon—and I ſhould for 
ever hide his infamy—ſince he is my brother; 
but to obey you is my firſt melancholy duty.— — 
Forgive me then. 

OLD MOOR. 

Oh, Charles! Charles | Didſt thou but know 
how thy conduct racks thy father's heart! That 
one ſingle good account from thee would add ten 
years to my life—whilſt now, alas! every one I 
receive forces me a ſtep nearer to the grave IV. 

FRANCIS. 8 

Is it ſo, old man, then farewell We will not 

to-day mourn over your grave n 
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* Literally, “tear our hair.“ This idiom is "os common in 


Germapy t to expreſs affliction : as, 
She tore her hair with all fury imaginable, &c 


op 
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OLD MOOR. | 

8 is but one ſhort ſtep to — 
let him have his will. ¶ Sitting down.] - The fins 
« of the fathers are viſited unto the third and 
fourth generation.” —Be it ſo. 

FRANCIS. 
[ Takes the letter out of his pocket. ] 

You know our correſpondent's hand · writing. 
Look! This finger of my right hand would I 
forfeit, dared I but to ſay he is a liar, a baſe and 
ſlanderous liar. —Be firm! You will pardon me 
if I do not ſuffer you to read the letter yourſelf.— 
indeed you cannot muſt not hear all, | 

OLD MOOR, 
All, all—My fon, thou but ſpareſt n me _ 


crutches *. 
FRANCIS. | Reads.| ; 
« Leipzick, the 1ſt of May. 


« Your brother ſeems now to have filled up 


* the meaſure of his infamy ; I at leaſt know 
* none beyond that which he really has reached, 
but his genius may go beyond mine;—Yeſter- 

day at midnight he took the heroic reſolution, 
after having contracted debts to the amount of 
4 forty thouſand ducats'—(A pretty ſum; for 
pocket money, father;) And after having 


„% Thou but ſparefl me the crutches.” That is: The contents 
of the letter will bring me down to the grave immediately; ſo 
that I ſhall not live long enough to be in need of crutches, 


»2 « diſhonoured 
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« diſhonoured the daughter of a rich banker 
« here, and mortally wounded her lover in a 
« duel, a gallant youth of rank, to fly from the 
“ arm of juſtice, with ſeven others, whom he 
« had corrupted with his beaſtly debauchery *.”— 
Father! for heaven's ſake, father | what is the 
matter with you ? 
OLD MOOR. 
It is enough. - Read no more, my ſon ! 
| FRANCIS, 

I will ſpare you.—* Warrants have been ſent 
« after him to apprehend him the injured cry 
« aloud for ſatisfaction a price is ſet upon 
e his head—the name of Moor”——No! my 
wretched lips ſhall no longer murder a father. 
[ Tears the letter.] Believe it not, father! Believe 
not a ſyllable of it! 

OLD MOOR. 
My name! my ſpotleſs name 
| FRANCIS. 

Oh, that he had never borne the name of 
Moor! That my heart beat not ſo warmly for 
him! This blind miſplaced affection, which I 
cannot extinguiſh, becomes a crime for which I 
muſt certainly one day anſwer at * Juen 
ſeat of heaven. 


+ Beaſily debauchery—Literally, . Carion life.” Thus, in 
Shakeſpeare's Julius Cæſar, act iii. ſcene 1. /e find not his 
foul deed which ſmells about the earth with cariou men. 


' 


OLD 
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OLD MOOR. 
Oh, my a my golden dreams 
FRANCIS. ä 

That I knew well. That is, indeed, what I 
always ſaid. © The fiery ſpirit which blazes forth 
« in the boy,” you uſed to fay, © which makes 
him ſo ſenſible to every charm of greatneſs and 
« of excellence; that frankneſs, which diſplays 
e his whole ſoul in his eyes; that tenderneſs of 
« feeling ; that manly ſpirit ; that youthful ar- 
* dour; that undaunted boldneſs, and all the 
* noble brilliant virtues which bloſſom in this 
darling ſon, will one day make him the delight 
of his friends, the pride of his country, the 
© hero—the truly great man” See, now, 
father ! This ardent ſpirit has diſplayed itſelf, has 
expanded, and produced its excellent fruits. 
Behold this openneſs, how charmingly it has 
moulded itſelf into audacity; behold this ſoft- 
neſs, how tenderly it wooes a harlot, how ſen- 
ſible it is to the charms of a Phryne ! Behold 
this brilliant genius, how entirely it has burnt 
out the oil of life in the little ſpace of ſix ſhort 
years, ſo that he crawls about a ghaſtly ſkeleton, 
and yet people are ſo ſhameleſs as to ſay, it is 
merely the effect of debauchery, and that he is a 
martyr to love! Oh! behold this keen enter- 
prizing head, how it forms and executes plans, 
before which the heroic deeds of a Cartouche 


vaniſh 
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vaniſh. But when this precious bloſſom has ar- 
rived at full maturity! (for what can we expect 
perfect from ſuch a tender age?) Perhaps, father! 
you may yet live to enjoy the happineſs of be- 
holding him at the head of an armed band, re- 
ſiding in the hallowed ſilence of the foreſts, and 
waiting to lighten the weary traveller of half his 
burden. Perhaps, ere you go down to the grave, 
you may make a pilgrimage to a monument of 
his own ereCting between heaven and earth.— 
Perhaps — Oh, father !— father — father — ſeek 
ſome other name, or the very boys and the 
bawling traders of our ſtreets, who have ſeen the 
portrait of your noble ſon in the market-place at 
Leipzick, will point at you with their fingers. 
OLD MOOR. © 690 8:0, 

And thou too, my Francis! thou too? Oh, 

my children ! how well you aim at my heart ! 
FRANCIS. 

You ſee, I alſo can be witty ; but my wit is a 
ſcorpion's ſting. —And as for that infipid—that 
every-day creature—the cold, lifeleſs, ſhy Francis, 
and all the other pretty epithets,which the con- 
traſt between him and me ſuggeſted to you, when 
he was fitting upon your lap, or playfully pinch- 
ing you on your cheeks, he will one day die 
within the borders of his own ground, will moul- 
der away and be forgotten; whilſt the fame of 
this univerſal genius ſhall reſound from pole to 

"IS | pole 
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pole— Ha This cold, inſipid, ſenſeleſs Franell, 
with uplifted hands, thanks heaven that he is not | 
like him ! | 

OLD MOOR: : 

Forgive me, my child; be not angry An 'a 
father, who finds himſelf deceived in his expeRta- 
tions. That God, who has ordained that I ſhould 
ſhed theſe tears through Charles, has likewiſe 
ordained thee, my Francis, to wipe them away. 

FRANCIS. 

Yes, father! He will wipe them from your 
eyes. Your Francis will ſacrifice his life to pro- 
long yours. You are the oracle to whom 1 ſhall 
apply for counſel in all my undertakings ; the 
mirror in which I contemplate every thing. No 
duty is ſo ſacred but I would willingly break it, 
if the violation of it might conduce to the pre- 
ſervation of your precious life. Do you not be- 
lieve me, father ? 461 

OLD MOOR. o MOV 

Thou haſt ſtill great duties incumbent ons toe! 
my ſon. God bleſs thee for what thou haſt been; 
and for what thou wilt be to me 

FRANCIS. | | 

Now tell me, frankly, if you could not call this 
ſon yours, ſhould you not be a happy man? 

OLD MOOR, _ 1 

Silence! ch filence | When the midwife firſ 
gave him to my arms, I lifted him up towards 


heaven, 
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heaven, and ee Am I not a happy 
man 


FRANCIS. 

You faid ſo; but have you found it ſo? You 
envy the meaneſt of your ſlaves, becauſe he is not 
the father of him. You will have ſorrow as 
long as you have this ſon. This ſorrow will 
grow with Charles, this Ow will undermine 


your lite. 
OLD MOOR. 
Oh! he has already made me a man of ib 
FRANCIS. 
Now—if you would rid yourſelf * of this ow? 
| OLD MOOR. 
. Starting up.] 
Francis! Francis! What ſayſt thou? Wouldſt 
thou I ſhould curfe my ſon ? 
' FRANCIS. 


Not ſo! not ſo! You ſhall not curſe your Ton. 
Whom do you call yout fon? Him to whom you 


have dien life, while he does every thing to 
ſhorten yours? 


OLD MOOR. 
An unfeeling child! Yet full he is my child ! 
Still he is my child! | 


* Rid 1 Francis took care not to uſe the word . * 4 
but his father underſtood this ampiguoun N The ori- 
gival is, Tich ca mn. et 


FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

A moſt amiable precious child, whoſe per- 
petual ſtudy it is to have no father. Oh!] that 
Jou might learn to diſtinguiſh, that the ſcales 
might fall from your eyes! But your indul- 
gence muſt rivet him to his debauchery : your 
ſupport muſt give it a ſanction. You will per- 
haps take the curſe from his head; but upon 
you, father! upon you will the curſe of con- 
demnation fall. 

| OLD MOOR. 

Juſt! very juſt Mine, mine alone is all the 
guilt. 

FRANCIS. 

How many thouſands, who: have drenched 
themſelves with the cup of debauchery, have 
been reclaimed by ſufferings? And is not the 
-bodily pain, which accompanies every exceſs, an 
indication of the divine will ? Should man pre- 
vent it by his cruel tenderneſs? Shall the father 
deſtroy, to all eternity, the pledge entruſted to 
him? Conſider, father! if you ſhould give him 
up for ſome time a, prey to his miſery, muſt he 
not either change and amend his conduct, or re- 
main incorrigible even in the great ſchool of ad- 
verlity ? And then, woe to the father who ren- 
ders uſeleſs the decrees of confummate wiſdom 
by his indulgence | Well, father? 
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' OLD MOOR. 

I will write to him, that I rag my pro- 
tection from him. 

| FRANCIS. „ 
In that you will act properly and prudently. 
| OLD MOOR. 
That he ſhall never more appear before me. 
FRANCIS. 
That will have a falutafy effect. 
OLD MOOR. | Tenderly.] 

Till he becomes a different man from what 
he is. 

FRANCIS. | 

Very right, very right; but if he ſhould come 
with the uſual pretence of the hypocrite, im- 
plore your compaſſion, wheedle you out of your 
pardon, and go to-morrow and laugh at your 
weakneſs in the arms of his ſtrumpets!—No, 
father! He will return of his own accord, as 
ſoon as his conſcience ſhall have awakened 
him. 

OLD MOOR, 
I will write to him then this moment. Going. 
FRANCIS. 

Stop ! One word more, father! Your anger, I 
fear, might draw too harſh'expreflions from your 
pen, expreſſions which would cleave his heart 
aſunder. Beſides, do you not think he might 
interpret it already as a pardon, that you till 
| eſteem 
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eſteem him worthy of a letter written by our 
own hand ? For that reaſon, it would be better 
to let me write to him. 
OLD MOOR. 
Do my ſon.— Ahl it would indeed have broken 
my heart to have written to him. 
FRANCIS. [ Suddenly.| 
Do you conſent ? 
OLD MOOR. | 
Write to him, that I have ſhed * a thouſand 
tears of blood—have paſſed f a thouſand ſleep- 
leſs nights—but do not drive my ſon to deſpair. 
FRANCIS. 
Will you not lie down upon the bed, father? 
You are very much affected. 
OLD MOOR. 
Write to him, that his father's hear. I tell 
thee, drive not my ſon to deſpair. 
[Exit ſorrowfully. 
FRANCIS. 
[ Follows kim with looks of mockery. | 
Be comforted, old dotard !—You never will 
preſs him more to thy boſom ! The way to it is 
barred againſt him.—You are ſeparated, as 
heaven is from hell. He was torn from thy arms, 
before thou kneweſt it was poſſible thou ever 
* Have fred. In the orginal this expreſſion is left out, to 


make the ſenſe ſtronger. 
+ Have paſſed. This expreſſion is alſo omitted in the original. 


couldſt 
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couldſt have deſired it —I muſt, however, gather 
up theſe ſcraps of paper. How eaſily might my 
hand-writing be known? [He gathers 1 all the 
ſcraps of the letter which he had torn.) I ſhould be 
a miſerable bungler, indeed, if I could not, after 
having brought the affair thus far, tear a ſon 
from the heart of a father, even though he were 
rivitted to it with iron bands.—Courage, Fran- 
cis! The darling is gone! A giant ſtep towards 
the goal And from her heart too I muſt eradi- 
cate this Charles, even ſhould the heart follow. 
[Walking backwards. and forwards haſtily.| I 
have a great right to quarrel with nature, and by 
my honour I will make her my debtor. Why 
burden me with this maſs of deformity ? Why 
ſo rigidly beſtow it upon me alone? | Stamping 
upon the ground.) Death and deſtruction l why 
on me alone? No otherwiſe than if ſhe had put 
a ſtop to the formation of men at my birth! 
She conſpired againſt me in the very hour of my 
conception. Well, then! thus do I now con- 

ſpire againſt her for ever.—I will deſtroy her 
moſt beautiful works, as I cannot claim any 
relationſhip to them.—I will tear aſunder the 
union of fouls, ſince I am excluded from it. 


* A ſimilar paſſage to this appears in Shakeſpeare's third part 
of Henry the Sixth, where Gloſter addreſſes the dying * 
Act V. Scene sth. F 
« I that have neither pity, love, nor fear). &c. &c. 


She 
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She has denied to me the delightful play of the 
heart, the all-perſuaſive eloquence of love. 
Thus then will I extort my wiſhes with defpotic 
violence; thus will I extirpate all thoſe Who ſet 
a reſtraint upon me, ſince I am not lord. 


SCENE II. 


AMELIA affrroaches flowly from the A in 
lle back of the Stage. | 


FRANCIS. 
She comes! Aha! my phyſic works I per- 


ceive it by her bold ſtep, I love her not—but 


] will never ſuffer another to enjoy ſo many 

charms. They ſhall find their grave in my arms, 

and ſhall have bloſſomed for no one elſe. Ha! 

ſee there ! What is ſhe doing ? 2 
AMELIA, 


{Without having obſerved him, has torn 4 noſegay, and 
treads it under her feet. 1 


FRANCIS, 
[Approaches nearer with a malicious ſmile. | 
For What r muſt theſe poor violets ſuffer this de 


8 y 


"# Literatty: « Why muſt the poor violets zune it out 1 "This is 
a German * and means, To ſuffer for a miſdeed. 
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AMELIA. 


— and views him from head to foot.] 
Thou here? Welcome! I wiſhed to have thee 


here alone ?—Thee, of all in the wide creation ! 


FRANCIS, 


Fortunate! fortunate! And am I then, alone, 


in all the wide creation, every thing to you? 
AMELIA. 
Thou! thou alone—with eager impatience I 
have panted for the ſight of thee! Stay, I con- 


| jure thee! I feel relief when I can pour forth 
my bitter invectives to thy face, vile poiſoner ! 


FRANCIS, ( 
Am I thus received !—Child, you are miſtaken 


in your man; go to my father, 
AMELIA. 


Father—Ha ! a father, who gives up his ſon to 


deſpair! At home, he pampers himſelf with 


delicious and coſtly wines, and indulges his pal- 


fied limbs on cuſhions of down, while his great 
and noble ſon is ſtarving Shame upon you, bar- 
barians! Shame upon you, poiſonous ſerpents, 
you are diſgraceful to humanity his only ſon! 
FRANCIS, _ | 
I thought that he had two ſons, 
AMELIA. 

Yes, he deſerves to have many ſuch as thou art. 
Upon his death-bed will he in vain ſtretch forth 
his feeble hands towards Charles, and ſhudder- 

JET ing 
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ing ſhall he recoil, when he catches the ice-cold 
hand of his Francis. Oh! it is ſweet, it is di- 
"ey ſweet, to be curſed by a father! 
FRAN cis. 
You are raving, my love z you are to be pitied 
AMELIA,. 
Oh! I entreat thee—Doſt then pity. my; ho- 
ther No, monſter, thou hateſt him! Doſt 
thou not alſo hate me? 


FRANCIS. | 

J loye you as myſelf, Amelia! 
AMELIA. 

If thou loveſt me, can'ſt thou well WP me 

one requeſt ? | 

FRANCIS. 

None, none! if it is not more than my life. 
AMELIA. 


Ohl! if that is all! A requeſt which thou ſo 
eaſily, ſo willingly can'ſt fulfil—{ Proudly]Hate 
me. I ſhould be crimſon as fire with ſhame, 
when I think on Charles, ſhould I believe, for a 
moment, that thou didſt not hate me? Wilt 
thou promiſe now to hate me? Thou wilt not! 
Be gone then, and leave me. 


| FRANCIS. 
Enchanting dreamer! How aſtoniſhed ani I 
at thy tender impaſſioned heart. [fointing 10 her N 


boſom.) There, there, Charles reigned like a 
2 — Charles ſtood before thee 
when 
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when awake ; Charles was the only object of thy 


dreams, the whole creation ſeemed to thee to be 
abſorbed in him alone; in him alone to be reflected, 
and to re-echo to thee him alone, . / 
AMELIA. 
[With emotion. 

Yes, indeed, I confeſs it. In deſpite of you, 
ye barbarians, will I confeſs it defore all the 
world—I love him? 

FRANCIS. 

Inhuman, dreadful !—Thus to recompence 

ſuch love! To forget her who 
AMELIA. 
Starting up.] 

What? forget me? 

FRANCIS. 


Did you not put a ring upon his Ps A 


diamond ring, as a pledge of your. faith But, 
indeed, how can a youth reſiſt the charms of a 
ſtrumpet? Who will blame him for it, when 
he had nothing elſe left to give away—And did 
not ſhe pay him for it with intereſt by her ca-. 
reſſes, her embraces? 
| AMELTA. 
[ Impatiently. ] 
* ring to a ſtrumpet? 
FRANCIS. 


Fig; fie! that is ſhameful. But well, if it was 


only that —A ring, be it as valuable as it may, 


a 8 * 6 p * N 2 a : 
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is to be bought by every Jew on earth Perhaps | 
the workmanſhip of it may not have pleaſed him 
—perhaps he got a a one in 2 


for it. 
AMBLIA. [ Varmiy.] 

But my ring—1 ſay my own ring? 

FRANCIS, 

No other, Amelia Ha! ſuch a een! ind | 
on my finger and from Amelia! Death itſelf  ' 
ſhould not have torn it off ls it not ſo, Amelia? 
It is not the richneſs of the diamond, nor the 
beauty of the device love conſtitutes ' ĩts value 
Deareſt child, you weep! Woe to him who 
draws theſe precious drops from ſuch heavenly 
eyes!—Ah! and when you ſhall know every 
thing, ſhall ſee him yourſelf, ſee him in the form 

| AMELIA, 
Monſter! How, in what form? | 
FRANCIS. | | 

Silence, filence, lovely angel | do not 8 . 
[as if to himſelf, but aloud.) If this vice had but 
a veil to hide it from the eyes of the world! But 
when it ſcouls horribly from the yellow leaden 
eye- ball When it betrays itſelf ' in the deadly 
paleneſs of the haggard countenance; and ex- 
poſes frightfully the bones—when it faultets in 
the corroded throat—when it bawls frightfully . 
aloud from the trembling tottering ſkeleton 
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when it harrows up the inmoſt marrow-of the 
bones, and filthily neſtles in the / excavations of 
loathſome corruption Oh!] oh! it makes me 
ſhudder.—Y ou have ſeen that miſerable wretch; 
Amelia! who, in our peſt-houſe, breathed out 
his laſt ; Shame ſeemed to avert her modeſt eye 
from him. You cried out, woe upon him. Re- 
call his image once more to your mind, and 
Charles ſtands before you! His kiſſes are peſtt» 
lence, his lips poiſon ! 


, WMELI&z 57 7 N 
Shamelefs calumniator ! En. from Hm: 50 
FRANCIS. 1 s 


Are you ſhocked, are you terrified, at this 
deſcription of Charles? Do you already ſhudder 
at this taint picture? Go! gaze at him yourſelf, 
view your beautiful, angelic, godlike, Charles 
Go, draw in his balſamic breath, and ſuffer yourſelf 
to periſh by the ambroſial exhalations which 
ſteam from his jaws! ¶ Amelia covers her fate.} 
What ardor of love! what extacy in the em- 
brace But is it not unjuſt to condemn a man 
on account of his emaciated form? Even in the 
moſt deformed cripple, a ſoul of commanding 
admiration may ſhine forth, as a ruby from the 
ſhoal: | Smiling maliciouſiy.] And from uleered 
lips may alſo love proceed But if vice ſhakes all 
—_— FH e if with chaſtity virtue alſo 
2 my flies, 


9 hk. 
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| 


flies, as odour exhales from the withered. roſe—. 


If with the body the ſoul alſo becomes paralized—. 
 AMELIA. Tarts ona) " offs 
[Ring with warmth, ] . 5 
Ha! Charles! Now I Kno thee again! 
Thou art ſtill the ſame, entirely the ſame! All 
was a lie \—Monſter | thou knoweſt it is impoſſi- 
ble that Charles ſhould be ſuch as thou haſt 
painted. | Francis fands for ſometime; abſorbed in 
thought, then ſuddenly turns to go away.} Whither 
doſt thou fly ſo haſtily before thine own in- 
famy? | FERN Fer; 
FRANCIS. - | 
[ Covering his face.] 
Leave me, leave me !—Give a free courſe to 
my tears—Tyrannical father! thus' to abandon 
the beſt of ſons to miſery—Accumulating -infa- 
my Leave me, Amelia! I will fall at his feet; 
upon my knees will I conjure him to lay upon me 
upon me, the curſe which he has pronounced 


to diſinherit meme, my a r 


all. . 3 
— i 90a " 
[ Falls upon his necit.] 122 
Brother of my Charles; beſt, deareſt gi 
FRANCIS. 


Oh, Amelia! how I love you for this unthabens) 


6 * 

— in . 

: if 
" 


8 


fidelity to my ene me for having ven 
tured 
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tured to put your love to ſo ſevere a trial How 
completely have you fulfilled my withes By 
theſe tears, theſe ſighs, this heavenly reſentment 
for me, for me too !—So exactly do our ſouls 
move together in uniſon. 
AMELIA. 
[ Shakes her head. 

No, no, by the chaſte light of heaven! not 
an atom of him, not the ſmalleſt ſpark of us 
feeling— 
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© FRANCIS, 

It was a fine calm evening, the laſt before he 
departed for Leipzick, when he took me with 
him to that grove, where you ſo often uſed to fit 
together abſorbed in dreams of love—We re- 
mained long filent—At length he ſeized my hand, 
and ſaid ſoftly to me, with tears in his eyes: 1 
leave Amelia, I know not—my mind fore- 
bodes that it is for ever Do not abandon her, 
« brother! Be her friend—her Charles Should 
Charles never return ¶ He throws himſelf at 
Amelia s feet, and kiſſes her hand with rafiture.] 
Never, never, never, will he; and I am pledged 
to him by a facred oath ! 

AMELIA. 
[Starting back.] 

Traitor! now I detect thee! In that very 
grove he bound me by an oath, if he ſhould die, 
that 


c 
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that I ſhould admit no other love Seeſt thou, 
how impious, how deteſtable thou art e gone 
from my bebt! 

- FRANCIS, | | 

Thou knoweſt me not, Amelia! Thou know- 
eſt me not! | 

| AMELIA. 

Oh! I know thee ; from this moment I know 
thee—and wouldſt thou be like him? Before 
thee would he haye weeped for me? Before 
thee! Sooner would he have written my name 
* the public pillory! Begone, this moment 

FRANCIS. 

Thou wrongeſt me 

AMELIA. 

Begone, I ſay! Thou haſt robbed me of a 
precious hour; may it be withdrawn from thy 
life. 


FRANCIS, 
Thou hateſt me. 
AMELIA. 
I deſpiſe thee ; begone ! 
4k FRANCIS. 
[ Stamfung uon the ground with fury. 
Soon ſhalt thou tremble for - this!—What ! 
lacrifice me to a beggar} [Exit angry. 
| AMELIA. 7 
Go, villain No I return to Charles —Beg- 
gar, did my Then this world is turned up- 
ſide 
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fide down; beggars are kings, and kings are 
beggars —I would not exchange the rags with 
which he is clothed for the purple of monarchs.— 
The look with which he begs muſt, indeed, be 
a great, a princely look—a look which reduces 
to nothing the happineſs, the pomp, the tri- 
umphs of the rich and great! To the duſt with 
thee, thou glittering bauble ! [| She tears tlie pearls 
from her neck.) Be you doomed to wear gold and 
ſilver, and jewels, ye great and rich! Be you 
doomed to banquet on luxurious meals | Doomed 
to indulge your limbs on the ſoft couches of 
voluptuouſneſs! Charles! Charles! Thus am I 
worthy of thee. Exit. 


2 —— 
x 


SCENE III. 


On the Borders of Saxony— An Ins. 


CHARLES MOOR. 

(Walking backwards and forwards 3 ] 
Where can theſe fellows'be loitering?—Surely 
they have taken ſome booty Bring ſome more wine 
here !—Evening approaches, and no poſt yet.— 
[ Laying his hand on his breaſt.] Boy! boy! how it 
beats with thee here!—Wine! wine! I have 

| need to-day of double courage, whether it be for 
0 happineſs 
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happineſs or deſpair. ¶ They ſerve him ; he drinks, 
and ſets down the glaſs with violence. The ac- 
curſed inequality of the world!—Gold ruſts in 
the cheſts of wretched miſers, and poverty lays 
an embargo on the boldeſt enterprizes of youth— 
Fellows, who would rot to death ten times ere 
they would miſreckon the exorbitant intereſt 
' which they exact from me, trip over my threſhold 
to dun me for a handful of pitiful debts—warm- 
ly as I preſſed their hand—But one day more 
In vain! Prayers—oaths—tears—all made no 
impreſſion on their impenetrable hearts! 


nf ²˙ ˙ ð v aft i Bees 


2 SCENE IV. 
SPIEGELBERG with Letters; the foregoing. 


SPIEGELBERG. | | 

Deſtruction ! Deſtruction! One ſtroke n 

another! Damnation! Do you know, Moor ?— 

Do you know? It is enough to make one rave. 
MOOR. | 


"What's the matter now ? 
SPIEGELBERG; 


Do you aſk ? read—Read yourſelf. Our ts bude 
is knocked up Peace in mene bins Deyil 
take the prieſts. | bu] Imago? of 


MOOR. 
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MOOR. 
Peace i in Germany ! 
SPIEGELBERG. 
One may go and hang oneſelf— What all con- 
tention “ aboliſhed for ever All feuds prohi- 


bited on pain of death Death and deſtruction! 


Rot to death, Moor! Pens will ſeribble where 
our ſwords ſhould haye hacked, 


MOOR, 
[ Throws down his ſtword.] 


Then let cowards and villains take the lead; © 


men may break their ſwords in pieces. Peace in 
Germany ! Go, this news has for ever branded 
thee with infamy-—Gooſe quills for ſwords No 
I will not admit the thought—lI ſhould dreſs my- 
ſelf in petticoats and chain down my will by 


laws—Peace in Germany! A curſe upon the 


peace which reduces that to the pace of a ſnail 


which ſhould ſoar like an eagle !—Peace has never 


yet formed a great man, but war produces Coloſ- 
ſuſes and heroes. ith emphaſis] Oh! that the 
ſpirit of Herman f ſtill glowed in his aſhes—Place 
me at the head of an-army of fellows like myſelf, 
and true Germans True Germans—But no, no 
it is all over! the hour is come—There is not one 
drop of the generous blood of Barbaroſſa remain» 


Fayfi-Recht Literally: Fiſt-right. 


+ Arminius, Prince of the Cheruſci, who defeated Varus and | 


his legions in the time of Auguſtus, 


ing 


Ab 
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ing in any of his race, I will renounce fighting, 
and retire to my father's quiet groves. 
SPIEGELBERG. 
What, the devil? Thou wilt not ſurely play the 
prodigal ſon upon us? A fellow like you, who 
has written more upon faces'with his ſword than 


three ſcribblers can blot into an order-hook in a 


leap year. Pho! ſhame upon thee!—Misfortune 
muſt not make a coward of a hero | 
MOOR, 

I will do as I have faid, Maurice! And will 
not be aſhamed of it. Call it weakneſs, if you 
pleaſe, that I honour my father It is the weak- 
neſs of a man, and he who has it not, muſt be 
either a divinity ora brute. Let me ever keep 
the middle courſe between them. 

| _  SPIEGELBERG. 
Go! go! Thou art no longer Moor! Doſt thou 


forget, how many thouſand times with the flaſk 


in thy hand, thou haſt laughed at the old miſer, 
and ſaid: Let him ſcrape, and rake up to- 
„ gether, I will moiſten my throat with it, 

you remember it? Ha! Do you recollect it? Oh! 
thou moſt raſcally miſerable * That was 


nobly ſpoken, but 


MOOR. 8 


Curſe on thee, that thou nf me of it! 


and curſes on myſelf that I uttered it But it 
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was only amidſt the fumes of wine; my heart 
conſented not to what my tongue vaunted. 
SPIEGELBERG. | 


| [ Shaking his head.] 


No! no, no! that's impoſhble. Impoſſible, 


brother! That cannot be thy real intention. Tell 

me, dear brother, is it not neceſſity, which thus 

changes thee? Oh] be not caſt down, even thould 

it be all over with us. Courage keeps pace with 

danger; valour raiſes itſelf in the midſt of diffi- 

culties. The fates muſt intend us for great men, 
ſince they ſo thwart us on our way. 
MOOR. | anpgrily.| | 

I know not to what end we ſhould have cou- 
rage now—if we ever had it before. 

SPIEGELBERG. 
Indeed? and wilt thou let thy endowments 


wither? Wilt thou bury thy talents? Doſt thou 


think thy infamous deeds at Leipzick were the 
utmoſt limits of human genius? But let us firſt 


enter into the great world Paris and London! 


There we are knocked down if we eyer falute 
another with the title of an honeſt man. It is ad- 
mirable! it 1s enchanting! when we carry on this 
trade in wholeſale !—You may ſtare as much as 
you pleaſe! Think how- delightful to forge hand- 
writings, load dice, break open locks, and gut 
ſtrong boxes All theſe arts ſhalt thou learn from 

* Spiegel- 
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Spiegelberg! The raſcal ought to be hung up on 
the firſt gallows he comes to, who will die for 
hunger with ſtrait fingers. 
MOOR. [ Mortified.] 
Ha! haſt thou gone to this length? 
SPIEGELBERG, 


I believe, indeed, you miſtruſt me. Let me os 


become warm ; then ſhalt thou ſee wonders ; 
that ſhallow brain of thine ſhall become ſtagnant 


within your ſkull, whilſt my nimble wit is forming 
new plans. | Beating the Table.) Aut (Georgie 
nihil ! Iwill make thee jealous of me. 
| MOOR. 
IL ooks at him careleſsly, 5 
Maurice! 


SPIEGELBERG. 

[ Riſes, haſtily.] 
Yes, jealous !—Y ou ſhall all be jealous of me. 
J will invent tricks at which you ſhall be con- 
founded with aſtoniſhment—What a light breaks 
in upon me at the thought! Great ideas dawn 
within my ſoul ! Giant- plans ferment in my erea- 
tive brain! Curſed lethargy } | Beating his forehead] 
which till now held my powers in chains, barred 
and fettered all my views; I awake, and feel 
what I am—what 1 muſt be! Go! leave me! 
You will all of you, ſome time or other, be main- 
tained by my charity 85 
| bay | MOOR. 
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MOOR, 


Thou art a fool. 'Tis the wine in thy brain 


that makes thee chatter thus. 
SPIEGELBERG. ¶ More warmly. | 


« Spiegelberg,” it will be ſaid, © art thou not 


« a ſorcerer, Spiegelberg? Tis pity, the king will 


« ſay, that thou wert not a general! Spiegelberg, 


e thou wouldit have chaſed the Turks through a 


button hole! Yes, I hear tha doctors complaim 


« —What pity it is that this man did not ſtudy 
„ phyſic, he would have invented a new throat 
_ * powder!—Ah! why did he not undertake the 

department of finance, will the Sully's * ſigh 


« jn their cabinets; he would have extracted 


gold by witchcraft out of the very ſtones,” — 


And thus Spiegelberg will be talked of in the 


eaſt and weſt—To the earth with you! ye cow- 

ards, ye dolts, whilſt Spiegelberg, with out- 

ſtretched wings, will riſe to the temple of glory, 
MOOR, 

Succeſs to your deſigns | Mount by the ſteps 


of infamy to the pinnacle of honour. - In the | 


ſhade of my paternal groves, in the arms of my 
Amelia, a more delightful pleaſure awaits me. 
Only laſt week I wrote to my father for pardon, 
concealed not from him the ſmalleſt circumſtance, 


and where ſincerity is, there is alſo compaſſion 


Fully was formerly a famous finance miniſter in France. 


ad | 


1 
"| 


and aid. Let us take leave of each other, Mau- 
rice. We ſhall meet to day, and never more. 
The poſt is arrived. My father's pardon is ak 
ready within theſe walls 


SCENE V. 


Enter SCHWEIZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, and 
- SCHUFTERLE. 


ROLLER. 
Do you not know then that they are ſearching 
for us?— 
- 2 GRIMM. 
1 That we are not ſecure for a moment from 
being apprehended ? 
MOOR. | 
I am not ſurprized at it, let it be as it will 
Did you not ſee Razman? Did he not tell 42 7 of 
a letter, which he had for me? 

G ROLLER. 
„ He has been ſeeking you this long while ; I 
i thought he had ſomething to ſay to you. | 

MOOR, 
Where is he? Where, where? [going löl 


ROLLER, 
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ROLLER. 


Stop! We have appointed to meet him here— 
You tremble !— 

MOOR. 

I do not tremble. Wherefore ſhould I tremble? 
Comrades | this letter—rejoice with me! I am 
the happieſt man under the ſun—Why ſhould I 
tremble ? 

[ Schweizer ſeats himſelf in Spiegelberg * and 
drinks his Wine, | 


SCENE VI. 


Enter RAZMAN. 


MOOR. 
[ Flies towards him. 1 
Brother, brother! the letter! the letter! 
RAZ MAN. 


[ Gives him the letter, which he opens laſtily.] 
What's the matter with you? You are as pale 
as a whited wall. 
MOOR. 
My brother' s hand! 
ROLLER, 


What is Spiegelberg about ? 


* 4 


GRIMM. 


* * 
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GRIMM. 


The fellow is mad. News makes N if 


he had St. Vitus's dance. | 
*SCHUPFTERLE," 


? His wits are whirling round like a ; wheel I 
a think he is making verses. | „iure 
ROLLER. '' || 7 * 
Spiegelberg ! Ha OE 1 beat oy 
4 not hear. 2 | 
GRIMM. 
{Shakes him.} 
Fellow! art thou dreaming ? Or — 
'SPIEGELBERG, | iP 


2 has been all the time in the corner, —_ 
geſtures as if lie were thinking on ſome project, Rarts 
wildly un, and ſeizes Schweizer by his throat. | 

Your purſe or your life | 

Schweizer gently puſhes him againſt the wall; ALL 
laugh. Mook /ets fall the letter, and attemfits to run 
out. ALL flart up.] | 1 

ROLLER. [Stopping him.] FE] 

Moor! Where are you going, Moor ? What | 

are you og red | 
"GRIMM. 

What's the matter with him? what can be the 
matter with him ? He is as pale as a corpſe. : 
MOOR. 

Undone! undone'! | Rufhes out 

© GRIMM: 
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GRIMM. | 
This muſt be fine news for us! Let us ſee!” 
ROLLER. . | 
[Takes up the letter, and reads. 1 
*Unhappy brother“! [The beginning ſounds , 
charmingly.] « In a few words I muſt announce 
« to thee, that thy hopes are gone—Thou mayſt 
« go, thy father bids me tell thee, whete thy in- 
« famy leads thee, He alſo ſays, thou muſt not 
« attempt to implore mercy by falling at his feet, 
« unleſs thou wouldſt live upon bread and water, 
« in the deepeſt dungeon of his caſtle, till thy hair 
ce becomes like eagles feathers, and thy nails like 
© their talons. Theſe are his own words. He 
« deſires me to conclude the letter. Farewell for 
« ever! I pity thee.” 


= fr BB a a a. 


„ FRancis Mook.” 
SCHWEIZER, 
A ſweet little brother, indeed! Is the nabe * 
this villain Francis? 
SPIEGELBERG. 
[ Softly Repping nearer. 
Were not you ſaying ſomething about bread 
and water? A charming life indeed ! I have pro- 
vided better for you | Did I not. ſay, that I muſt 
at laſt ſcheme for you all? | 
SCHWEIZER. 
What ſays the blockhead ? The Jackaſs will = 
ſcheme for us all? : _ 
$p18GEL- WW 


wt. - 


yi 9 & 8B 
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SPIEGELBERG. FR 

Poor miſerable dogs ye are all of you, if you 
have not the heart to undertake — great. 

ROLLER. 

Why, we ſhould be ſo indeed, thou art right— 

but will what thou wouldſt have us attempt extri- 

cate us from this curſed condition? or will it not? 

 SPIEGELBERG. [With an aſſuming ſmile.) 
Pitiful clown! Extricate you from this condi- 
tion? Ha, ha, ha !—Extricate you from this con- 


WY dition? And does not thy thimbleful of brain 


carry thee beyond this? Why, juſt fo much will 
carry thy mare to the ſtable? Spiegelberg muſt be 
a blockhead if he ſhould only begin with that. 
Heroes, I ſay, Barons—Princes—and Demi-gods 
will it make us! 
RAZMAN. 
That's a great deal at one ſtroke, indeed! But 
perhaps it will be a neckbreaking enterprize; at 
leaſt it may coſt us our heads. 
SPIEGELBERG. | 
Not thine, Razman! I'll anſwer for it—it coſts 
nothing but courage, and as far as merit is con- 
cerned in the invention, I take that entirely to 
myſelf. Courage, I ſay, Schweizer! Courage, 
Roller, Grimm, Razman, Schufterle (reg 
SCHWEIZER, 
/ "Courage, why if that be all--I have courage 
enough to walk barefoot through the midſt of hell. 
D ROLLER, 
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| ROLLER, 
And I have courage enough to box with the 
devil himſelf under the gallows for a condemned 
criminal. | 
SPIEGELBERG. 


That pleaſes me | If ye have courage, then let 


any one ſtand forth and declare, whether he has 
yet any thing to loſe, or whether he has not every 
thing to gain? [A long fiauſe.] No anſwer? 
ROLLER. 
Now! what need is there of ſo much paart 
If it is what a man of ſenſe can comprehend, and 
a man of courage can execute, out with it. 


; 


SPIEGELBERG. 
Well, then! [ He places himſelf in the mich 


firoceeds in a tone of entreaty.] It there yet flows 


one drop of heroic German blood in your veins— 
come! let us betakeourſelves to the Bohemian 
foreſts, there colle& together a band of robbers, 
and—What do you ſtare at ?—Has your ſmall 
ſtock of courage already evaporated ? 
ROLLER, 

Thou art not indeed the firſt raſcal who! bes 
bid defiance to the gallows—and yet—what elſe 
have we left to chooſe? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Chooſe ! what ? Have you nothing to chooſe? 
Would you lie confined in a debtor's dungeon, and 
ſhrivel up till the blowing of the laſt trumpet? 
Would 


ay POR = Aa kc edt — ug Ry . 0 
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Would you ſweat with the ſpade and mattock for 
a morſel of black bread > Would you extort a 
meagre pittance from the populace, by ſinging 
miſerable ballads before their windows? or would 
you carry the muſket But there is firſt aqueſtion 
to be diſcuſſed—Whether they would truſt your 
countenances ; - and then, from the ſplenetic-tem- 
per of an imperious corporal you ſuffer purgatory 
in anticipation ; or run the gauntlet to the beat 
of drum, or in the paradiſe. of the gallies drag 
along with you Vulcan's whole magazine of iron? 
See, what you have to chooſe—Behbold-the only 
alternatives which offer themſelves! 7 
| ROLLER. 9994 t 

Thou art a maſter in oratory, Spicgelberg; 
when it is to make an honeſt man a villain—But 
tell n one of you, where is Moor? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Honeſt! ſayſt thou? Doſt thou ſuppoſe td 
ſhalt become leſs honeſt hereafter than thou art 
at preſent ? What doſt thou mean by honeſt ? To, 
take from the back of rich miſers a third part of 
their care, which only deprives them of their 
golden ſlumbers; to bring uſeleſs gold into circu- 
lation; to reſtore the equal balance of property; 
ina word, to bring back the golden age; to rid 
Providence of the burden of many an irkſome 


d W penſioner ; to ſpare it the trouble of ſending war, 

* e famine and Phyſicians and thus, with 
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every meal one enjoys, to have the flattering 

thought of having acquired it by our jngenuity, 

by lion- like courage, by our ſleepleſs 1 

become reſpected by every claſs of mankind. 
ROLLER. 

And at laſt, perhaps, to aſcend towards NEE! 
while yet alive, and in defiance of ſtorms and 
winds, in defiance of conſuming time, to ſwing 
amidſt ſun, moon, and ſtars, where the birds of 
heaven are attracted, to chaunt, of their own ac» 
cord, their divine ſtrains? Is it not true And 
whilſt monarchs and potentates are devoured by 
worms, to aſpire to the honour of receiving viſits 


from Jove's royal bird Maurice, Maurice! be- 


ware! beware! of the three legged“ beaſt. 
SPIEGELBERG. 

And does that frighten thee, daſtard ! many 4 
noble genius, who might have reformed the world, 
has rotted in the open air; and.do they not ſpeak 
of ſuch a man for centuries—for thouſands of 
years, while many a king and elector would be 
overlooked in hiſtory, did not the biographer fear 
a blank in the genealogical tree, and that he 
might not be able to ſwell out the book a few 
leaves farther, which he is paid for by the ſheet 
with ready money—and when the ttayeller ſees 
thee ſwinging to and fro in the wind :—© This 


[190 

* Three-legged beafi—The * in Genen is formed with 
three 1 ry 4 
a fellow 
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ng A © fellow muſt have had no water in his brains,“ 
ty. mutters he to n aS "he fi * over the miſery 
* of the times. | 
7 RAZMAN, 
_ Maſterly, Spiegelberg, maſterly l Thou haſt, 
xe another Orpheus, lulled to ſleep the howling 
bdeaſtconſcience. Take me, juſt as I am. 
dann. 14 
And let them call it criminal; hat then 
Cannot we always be prepared againſt emergen- 
cies, by carrying in one's pocket à ſmall doſe of 
powder, which will convey us without noiſe over 
Acheron, where cock never crows ? Courage, 
brother Maurice! ſo runs Grimm's creed too. 
{Gives him his hand.) 
SCHUFTERLE. "I 
Zounds ! What a hurly-burly is in my head— 
Quacks—Lottery—Goldmakers / pell-mell and 
rogues. Whoever bids moſt ſhall * — * 
Take this hand, couſin! | 3-920 5 
| SCHWEIZER: | 
[ Comes fowly forward and ſtretches out his hind 
0 Him. 
0 Maurice thou art a great . damen a 
blind ſow has ſmelt out the acorns. | | 


; lune fone mung with a eee. look. 
0 f Ad thou too, my mend! — his as 
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though he were going to hell!' Lk 
SPIEGELBERG. | kr T6 
[ Leafing up with joy.) 
10 the ſtars, comrades Free paſſage to Cæſar 
and Catiline Courage Tofs off your r 
Health to the God Mercury 
ALL. [ Empty their glaſſes.) 
Health to Mercury. 
SPIEGELBERG. 
And now break up. To work This day 
twelvemonth every one of us ſhall be able to 


— an earldom. 6 


| SCHWEIZER. Abe.) | 
Tf he be not firſt broken on the wheel. n 


are going] 
ROLLER. 


Softly, children, ſoftly | Whither fo faſt ? The 
beaſt muſt firſt have a head. Without à chief 
Rome and Sparta had fallen to the ground. 

SPIEGELBERG. | Complacently.] | 

Ves! Stop! Roller ſpeaks right—And it muſt 
be a ſagacious, clear hea&—A clever political 
head muſt it be—Ha! [ith folded arms ſtanding 
in the midſt of them.) when I conſider what you 
were but a moment ſince, and what you are now; 
what you are. become by one happy thought. 
Yes; indeed, indeed, you muſt have a chief—And 
| _ ſuch 
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*  fuch a thought, own it yourſelves?” "could wk 
ws but ing from a ſenfible political head: - 

| 4 ROLLER:' S 
; 7 might but be hoped —or dream 0 of —but 
5 I defpair of his confent. 5 


SPIEGRLBBERG.” Cooling" _ 
And why defpair, dear fg. a eden as 


it is to guide the ſhip buffetted by winds and 
ſtorms—Difficult as it is to bear the preſſure of 
a crown—Speak out boldly, friend. Perhaps, 


iy A pcrhaps—he yet walt 1. himſelf to be pre- 
0 A vailed upon. N ooo 
4 | WII: dees 
1 The whole 1 is nonfenſe if sb eb h 
ey our head Without Moor we are a br“ without 
a foul. N tt 3 v6 ot 
: S$PIEGBLBERG. ©) 
" = [Going hu oway from yy 
io! a 
| AM ing g 
1 | ue 3 OD 8 
ſt de Tad 
5 SCENE VII. bas 
3 Euter Moon. He alls la up, and dows the 
t. room, with wild emotion, talking to himſelf. | 
n Men !—Men! falſe hypocritical broad of &ro- 


codiles! 3 their hearts arg 
bea 


83 


40 THE ROBBERS: 
braſs! Kiſſes upon their lips! daggers in their 
hearts! Lions and leopards feed their young, ra- 
vens provide carrion for their food, and he, he.— 


I have learnt to bear malice; I can ſmile at it, if i 


my bittereſt enemy offers me my own heart's 
blood to drink—But when love is baniſhed from 
a father's breaſt; Oh! then take fire, noble hu- 
manity; degenerate into a tyger, tender-hearted 
lamb, and let wy nerve diſtort itſelf with _ 
and. fury, 

| ROLLER, 

Harke, Moor ! What think you of it? wad 
a robber's life better than bread and water in 
the deepeſt dungeon of a tower? | 

MOOR. 

Why is not this ſpirit infuſed into a tyger which: 
gluts its raging jaws with human fleſh? Is this a 
father's care? Is this love for love? Oh! that I 
were a hear, to excite the bears of the north 
againſt this murderous race.—Repentance, and 
no pardon ! Oh! that I could poiſon the ocean, 
that men might drink death from every ſpring ! 
Confidence, unſpeakable confidence in my father, 
and no pardon!— | 

ROLLER, | 

Hear _— Moor, what I tell tee! 

MOOR, 9255 

It is n. it is a dream Such a moving 
petition ſuch a living picture of miſery and ago» 

| | nan. 


ir 
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nizing remorſe The moſt ſavage beaſt would 

have been . melted to compaſſion! Stones would 
have ſhed tears, and yet—man would think it a 
wicked libel on the human race were I to de- 
Clare it—and . yet—Oh! that I could ſound the 
trumpet of diſcord through the whole creation, 
to ſtir up air—earth—and ſea—in contention 


againſt this race of hyenas | | d 

GRIMM." + | 1 

Hear then! hear! Thou cant nt ber for rage 
MOOR. - 


Adin! away from me einm 2 


va not woman bear thee Out of my ſigbt with 


thy human | countenance II loved him ſo un- 
ſpeakably ! Never ſon ſo loved a father; I would 


have given a thouſand lives Furiouſiy flamping 


on the ground.] Ha- Who will this moment put 
a ſword into my hand, that I may give this vi- 
perous race -a deadly blow? Who will tell me, 


_ where I could aim at its heart—tear-it—eruſh 
—_ it—annihilate it—He ſhould be my friend, my 


angel, my divinity I would worſhip him! 
' ROLLER. 
Be but adyiſed ! juſt ſuch friends will we by 
to ev 
GRIMM. | 180 
Come with us to the Bohemian foreſts; we will 
form a band of robbers, and thou 
vo fares at him.] 


ScHWEI- 
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SCHWETZER. 
Thou ſhalt be our captain ! Thou rapſh.be-oat 
captain ! 


$PIBGELBERG. 
[ Throws kimſelf enraged into an arm hai} 

Slaves and cowards! 

MOOR. 

Who inſpired thee with that word! Harke, 
fellow | [ Seizing Roller with a ſtrong grite.] Thou 
didſt not draw that from thine own underſtand- 
ing! Who inſpired thee with that word? Yes, 
by the thouſand arms of death | that we' will, that 
we muſt be! The thought deſerves deification! 
Robbers and murderers | As my ſoul lives, I am 
your captain 

| ALL. [With a loud Shout. | 
Long live the captain! 
SPIEGELBERG. 
Ning and muttering to himſelf.) 

Never—till he gets my conſent! 

| | MOOR. T 

Look, there drop the ſcales from my eyes! * 


\ 


* There drop the ſcales From my eyes—Scales, in German, is 
called, der Staar. 

There are two expreſſions to ſignify blindneſs in the German 
Language. The black- Szaar—and the grey-Staar, The firſt is 
incurable, and the ſecond is not. The literal fignification of this 
word Staar is *a cataract in the eye, or that thin film which 
grows over the ſurface of the eye and obſtructs the light. The 
operation to remove this obſtruction is called © conching.” 
What 
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What a fool was I to wiſh myſelf back again in 
the cage! My ſoul thirſts after deeds of valqur; 
I pant for freedom—Murderers and robbers !— 

With this word was all law ſtamped under my 
feet Men - renounced humanity towards me 

when I appealed to humanity; begone from me 
then ſympathy. and all forbearance! I no longer 
have a father, I have no longer love; and blood 
and death ſhall teach me to forget that any thi 
ever was dear to me! Come! Come Oh! I Wy 
ſtir up a dreadful havock | 'Tis done, I am your 
captain! Good fortune to the man among you 
who. burns, who murders in the moſt atrocious 
manner, he ſhall be recompenſed like a king— 
Come round me every one of you, and ſwear to 
me fidelity and obedience, even till death. 

ALL. [give their hands to him.) 

Till death. DEA Fee een 


SPIEGELBERG. | 
[Walks i and down in à rage. 
F MOOR. | | 
And now, by this right hand I ſwear to you, 
here to remain your faithful and true captain, 
even till death! This arm ſhall make. that man a 
corpſe who fears, or doubts, or ſteps back ! Let 
me ſuffer the ſame from every one of you, if I 
break my oath ! Are you ſatisfied ? 


ALL 
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ALL. [ Throwing their hats into the air.] ; 
We are ſatisfied. _ [Spiegelberg laughs nay 


aal. 
MOOR. 


Well, then, let us begone ! Fear neither danger | 
nor death, for our deſtiny depends upon ah unal- 
terable fate ! Every one of you will have his end, 
be it upon a ſoft cuſhion of down, in the rough 
tumult of battle, on the gallows, or the wheel: 
Ohe of theſe is our fate. [ Exeunt. ' / 

SPIEGELBERG, 

There is a vacancy in thy liſt! Thou haſt omit- 

ted treachery. Exit. 


- ©.” 
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END OF ACT THE FIRST. 


A TRAGEDY: 45 


r 
SCENE I. 


FRANCIS MOOR. 

[Alone in his Apartment.] | 

The phyſician is too tedious, —The life of an 
old man is an eternity.—And muſt my towering 
plans creep the flow lingering pace of human 
exiſtence? Might we but open a new entrance 
for death into the fortreſs of life ?—By haraſſing 
the ſoul to kill the body?—Ha! an original 
thought! He who could effect this—would be a 
ſecond Columbus in the empire of death Con- 
ſider, Moor—it were an art worthy of thy inven- 
tion——And how muſt I proceed? —— What 
paſſions prove moſt inveterately hoſtile to the 
principle of life ?—Racz ?—This half famiſhed 
greedy wolf gorges himſelf too willingly—— 
SoRROW ?—That worm creeps too tediouſly 
for me— FEAR ?— Hope never allows herſelf 
11 | to 
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to be overtaken. [In a malicious tone.] Are 
theſe all the executioners of mankind?—ls the 


arſenal of death ſo ſoon exhauſted ?—| 1z deep 
meditation. | How? Well? What? — Ha! 
[Starting.] TERROR! What cannot terror do? 
What is the power of reaſon, hope, or reli- 
gion, againſt this giant's icy-cold embrace ?— 
And yet! yet! if he ſhould withſtand this tem- 
peſt too?—Oh! come, then, to my aſliſtance, 
GRIEF, and thou REMORSE, infernal fury-gnaw- 
ing ſerpent, that ruminateſt over thy prey ; and 
thou howling SELF-AccUSATION, who layeſt 
deſolate thy own habitation, and deſtroyeſt even 
thy mother !—Come alſo to my aid, ye benign 
graces, fweetly ſmiling yAsT, and thou blooming 
FUTURITY, wearing the overflowing horn of 
plenty, diſplay in your mirrors the joys of heaven; 
whilſt your ſlippery foot glides from his eager 
arms—Thus I follow ftroke upon ſtroke, ſtorm 
upon ftorm, againſt this frail exiſtence, till the 
whole hoſt of furies cloſes in DEsPAIR! Tri- 
umph ! triumph! the plan is ripe. | 


1 © 


- v4 A + 


5 SCENE II. 
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SCENE Nl. 
FRANCIS. HERMAN. , 


FRANCIS. {| Reſohutely.) | 


"I'S 1 1 


Well then! [ Enter uEAMAN. Ha! — er 
mackina ! Herman | 


HERMAN. 


At your ſervice, gracious Sir 
| FRANCIS. | 
[Gives him his and.] RS LES. 
Which ſervice thou doſt not beſtow upon one 
who is ungrateful. 5 

| HERMAN. - 

I have proofs of it. 
FRANCIS. | 


Thou ſhalt have more very ſoon, — very ſoon, 
Herman! -I have ſomething to tell thee, Herman. 
HERMAN. _ 
I liſten with a thouſand ears. 
' FRANCIS. 
| Iknow thee; ; thou art a reſolute fellow—Haſt 
a ſoldier's- heart An inſinuating tongue My 
father has ſorely injured. thee, Herman! 


* An infinuating tongue—Literally : Hair upon thy tongue. A 
very comtnon phraſe in Germany, e. gr. This man has hair ** ö 
* 1. e. He is a good orator.. 5 N 
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HERMAN. 
Deſtruction be my lot if ever I forget it! 
| ' FRANCIS. 


That is the word of a man! Revenge becomes 


a warlike breaſt. Thou pleaſeſt me, Herman. 


Take this purſe, Herman ! It ſhould be heavier 
if I were maſter. 
HERMAN. 
That is indeed my perpetual wiſh. Gracious 
Sir! I thank you. 
FRANCIS. 
Indeed, Herman! Doſt thou indeed wiſh that 
I were maſter ?—But my father has the ſtrength 


of a lion, and I am the youngeſt ſon, 
HERMAN. | 
I wiſh you were the eldeſt, and your father 


were as feeble as a conſumptive girl. 


FRANCIS. 

Ha! how would 'the eldeſt ſon then recom- 
penſe thee! How would he raiſe thee to the 
light from the ignoble duſt which accords ſo little 
with thy ſpirit and nobility !—Then thou ſhouldſt, 
as ſurely as thou ſtandeſt now before me, be 
clothed in gold, and be drawn through the 
ſtreets by four horſes; indeed ſhouldſt thou! 
But I ſhall forget what I would ſpeak of to 
thee—Haſt thou already forgotten the lady Edel- 
reich,“ Herman? 


. Amelia Edelreich. The miſtreſs of Charles dich 1 
HERMAN, 


* 


" . 
2 


a'Traczry. WW 
HERMAN. 
Death and deſtruftion! Why do you remind 
me of her ? 

5 FRANCIS. hs 

- M brother ſlily ſnatched her away from thee. 

K HERMAN, 

He ſhall ſuffer for it 
FRANCIS. 

, She gave thee a refuſal *; and I think my bro- 
ther treated thee with the utmoſt indignity. 

t HERMAN. | 

; I will thruſt them both downwards into the 
lower regions. | 

FRANCIS, 

% He ſaid, that thy father was never able to look 
upon thee without beating his breaſt, and ex- 
claiming with a ſigh: God be merciful to me 

5 a ſinner !” 5; 

HERMAN, 

: [Wildly.] 

| Lightning thunder! and hail! be ſilent! 

5 FRANCIS, 

2 He adviſed thee to diſpoſe of thy letter of no- 

L bility, and to mend thy ſtockings with the pur 

) chaſe money. 


* She gave thee a refuſal; literally, & Se gave thee a baſk,” 
a common expreſſion in Germany for a M's refusal of a suitor, 
as, He received a baſket from Mifs NV. 
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HERMAN. 
S'death! I'll tear out his eyes with theſe nails! 


FRANCIS. 
What ?—Thou becomeſt enraged ? What vio- 
lence canſt thou offer to him ?— What can a rat 


do againſt a lion? Thy anger only ſweetens his 


triumph. Thou canſt do nothing but gnaſh thy 
teeth, and vent thy indignation in gnawing a dry 


cruſt. 
HERMAN. 


| [ Stamfring ou the ground. 
I'll grind him to duſt ! 


FRANCIS, 

[ Clafes him on the ſhoulder.) 

Fye! Herman! thou art a cavalier.— Thou 
muſt mot let this inſult reſt quietly upon thee; 
thou muſt not loſe the lady No] thou muſt not 
allow that for all the world, Herman !—Death 
and deſtruction ! I would ſtrive to the utmoſt were 
I in thy place! | a 

HERMAN, 
I ſhall not reſt till I have them both under 


ground. 


FRANCIS. 
Not fo furiouſly, Herman! Come nearer 
Thou ſhalt poſſeſs Amelia. 


HERMAN, INE 
That will I, in ſpite of every devil !—That 
muſt ! 
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FRANCIS, 
Thou ſhalt have her, I tell- thee, and from my 
hand. —Come nearer, I ſay.— Thou knoweſt not, 
perhaps, that Charles is as good as diſinherited 


HERMAN. 
[ Approaching.) 
Incomprehenſible The firſt word that [ have 
heard of it. 

FRANCIS. 
Be ſilent, and hear farther ! Thou ſhalt hear 
more of it another time.,—Yes, I tell thee, for 
theſe laſt eleven months as good as baniſhed; but 
already the old dotard begins to repent of his 
precipitate ſtep, which I ſuppoſe indeed (/aughing) 
he did not take of himſelf, The Lady Edelreich, 
too, prefſes daily hard upon him with her com- 
plaints and reproaches. In fine, he will ſeek him 
in all the four quarters of the globe, and if he 
diſcovers him, good night, Herman | Thou may- 
eſt, when he goes with her to church to be mar- 

ried, ſubmiſhvely hand him into his carriage. 


HERMAN. 
I will ſtrangle him at the altar 


| FRANCIS. 
His father will very ſoon reſign to him his 
eſtates, and live contentedly in one of his caſtles. 
Already the proud obſtinate man has the reins, 
in his hands—already does he laugh at his ene- 
E 2 mies 


8 — - 
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mies! And II who defire to ennoble thee—I 
myſelf, Herman, ſhall be obliged to bow before 
his threſhold. — | 301633 


HERMAN. 

[With warmth.] 
No! As ſure as my name is Herman, that you 
never {hall If the ſmalleſt ſpark of reaſon ſtill 
glimmers within this brain, that you never ſhall! 


FRANCIS. 

Wilt thou prevent it ?—Thee alſo, my dear 
Herman ! thee alſo will he cauſe to feel his 
laſh.—He will ſpit in thy face when thou meet- 
eſt him in the ſtreet: and woe unta thee, if 
thou but ſhrug thy ſhoulders or bite thy lip.— 
And thus ſtands it with thy courtſhip, with all 
thy proſpects, with all thy plans. | 


HERMAN. 
[ Reſolutely.] 
Tell me! What ſhall I do? 

FRANCIS. 
- Liſten then, Herman—That thou mayeſt per- 
ceive how I intereſt myſelf in thy fate go -diſ- 
guiſe thyſelf Let it be impoſſible for any one to 
recognize thee Get admiſſion to the old man; 
pretend, that you are come directly from Hun- 
gary, and that you were with my brother in the 
laſt engagement that you ſaw him breathe his 
laſt upon the field of battle. 


A TRAGEDY. 63 


HERMAN, 
Shall I be believed ? 


FRANCIS, 
Pho! Let that be my concern Take this 
packet. There thou wilt find thy inſtructions at 
full length, and proofs beſides, which might make 
doubt itſelf believe. But ſee that you immedi- 
ately depart undiſcovered! Haſten through the 
back gate into the court, and from thence over the 
garden-wall.—Leaye to me the cataſtrophe of this 
tragi-comedy ! 
HERMAN, 
And that ſhall be: © Long live our new maſ- 
tc ter, the noble lord Francis Moor!“ 


FRANCIS, 
[ Pat's his cheeks.) 

How cunning thou art?—Then thou ſeeſt, by 
this way, we may gain all our ends, and quickly 
too. Amelia relinquiſhes all her hopes. The 
old man attributes to himſelf the death of his ſon, 
and fickens—A tottering building requires no 
earthquake to ſhake it to the ground. He will 
not ſurvive the news. I am his only ſon. Ame- 
lia loſes all her hopes, becomes the ſport of my 
will, and you may eaſily conceive.—In ſhort; 
every thing muſt go as we could wiſh, but thou 
muſt not retra& thy word. 


HERMAN. 
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HERMAN. 

What do you ſay ? [rejoicing |—Sooner ſhall the 
ball turn back in its courſe, and rage in the en- 
trails of the markſman !—Rely upon me. Let 
me but proceed. Farewell. 


' FRANCIS. 
[Calling after him.| 

What thou doſt thou doſt for thyſelf. [ Follows 
him with his eyes to the end of the flage, and then 
breaks out into a hyſteric laugh.) All eagerneſs! 
all willingneſs! How impetuouſly that raſcal 
throws off his honeſty, and leaps beyond the 
boundaries of honour to lay hold of an imaginary 
advantage, which, if he were not inſane, he muſt 
be convinced he can never obtain—tironically.] 
No! it is unpardonable ! This fellow is himſelf 
a ſcoundrel, yet he truſts to the ſemblance of 
honeſty in another. He careleſsly goes forth to 
betray an honeſt man ; and yet when he finds he 
has been deceived himſelf, he will never forgive. 
Is this the boaſted lord of the creation ?—Then ' 
forgive me, parent Nature, if I owe thee a grudge 
for that form thou haſt given me. Complete thy 
work, by kindly taking from me every veſtige 


of remaining humanity.—Man, thou haſt loſt all 


my eſteem, nor in my conſcience do I think it 
cruelty to practice all I can invent to torment 


f thee. : [ Exit . 2 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Old Moor's Bed-Chamber. 
OLD MOOR. AMELIA, 


AMELIA, 

Softly ! Softly !|—He flumbers ! A wp to 
him whilſt ſleching.] How amiable | How vene- 
rable - Venerable as ſaints are painted. —No! I 
cannot be angry with thy grey hairs -I cannot 
be angry with you |—Sleep on amidſt the perfume 
of roſes—{ She ſcatters roſes around him. |—amidit 
the perfume of roſes may Charles appear in thy 
dreams.—Awake in the perfume of roſes : I will 
go and ſleep in roſemary. | She is going. ] 


OLD MOOR, 


My Charles! my Charles! my Charles, 


AMELIA. , 
Coming ſoftly back.] 
Hark! His guardian angel has heard my 
prayer Afpfroaches very near to him. — Tis ſweet 
to breathe the very air with which his name 
mixes.— ! will ſtay, 
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OLD MOOR. 
[ Still dreaming. 

Art thou here?—Art thou indeed here ?— 
Ah !—regard me not with that look of ſorrow |— 
I am ſufficiently wretched. [Moves himſelf with 
difficulty.) 

AMELIA. 
[ Awakening him haſtily. 
Riſe, uncle !—it was a dream. 


OLD MOOR, 
[ Half awake.) 
Was he not here? Did I not preſs his hands? 
Did I not inhale the breath of his roſes ? 
Deteſted Francis ! Wilt thoy tear him from my 
dreams too?“ 
AMELIA. 
[ Shrinking back.] 
Heareſt thou that, Amelia? 


OLD MOOR. 
[Wakes.] 
Where am I?'—Art thou here, my niece ? 


AMELIA. 
You have enjoyed an enviable ſleep. 


OLD MOOR. 
I was dreaming of my Charles. Why did I 


not dream on? Perhaps I ſhould have obtained 
u from his own mouth, 


AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 
[With feweetneſs.] 

Angels do not hate—He forgives you Preſ⸗ 
fing his hand tenderly.) Father of my Charles! I 
forgive you. | 
OLD MOOR. 

No, my daughter | The death-like colour of 
your cheeks contraditts your heart. Poor maiden ! 
I deſtroyed the happineſs of thy youth. Forgive 
not—only do not curſe me, | 
AMELIA. 

Love has learnt but one mode of "I 
by _ my father — Sie kiſſes his hand with ten- 
OLD MOOR. 

| Raling.] ä 

What find I here? Roſes, maiden! Doſt 

thou ſtrew roſes on the murderer of thy love? 


AMELIA. 
Roſes on the father of my beloved. Falling on 
his nect — Since I cannot ſcatter them on him. 


OLD MOOR. | 

Yet willingly wouldſt thou have ſcattered 

them !—And thou haſt ſcattered them on him, 

though unknowingly, Do you know this pic- 
ture? Taking away the curtain from a pifture.] 


AMELIA. 
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AMELIA, 
[ Rufhes towards it. 
Charles! 
OLD MOOR. 

Thus he looked when he entered his fixteenth 
year—now, how altered !—Oh ! it tortures my 
foul ! This mildneſs is become miſanthropy—this 
ſmile, deſpair! Is it not ſo, Amelia? It was 
on his birth-day, in the bower of jeſſamine, that 

you traced his likeneſs. 
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AMELIA. 

Oh! I ſhall never forget that day Never 
again ſhall I live to fee another like it! As he 
fat oppoſite me, the crimſon reflection of the 
evening ſun ſhone upon his countenance, his 
brown locks played careleſsly in the wind. At 
every ſtroke of the pencil the poor maiden threw 
aſide the picture the pencil fell—my trembling 
lips imbibed the traces with rapture. The whole 
original grew in my heart. The outline of this 
painting ſtill was ſeen upon the canvas, feeble 
and languid as the faint recollection of the ſoft 


muſick of yeſterday. 
OLD MOOR. 
Proceed ! proceed! Your fancy makes me 
young again.—Oh! my daughter! your mu- 
tual love cauſed me ſo much happineſs! 
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AMELIA. | 
[With her eyes fixed upon the pifture.] 

No! no! it is not! By heaven!“ that's 
not Charles. Here, here Pointing to her heart 
and boſom. |—So entirely different. The idle co- 
lour is not able to imitate the heavenly ſpirit that 
beams from his eyes. Away with it! this is like 
other men.—l was but a bungler. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter DANIEL. 


DANIEL, 

There is a man without who wiſhes to ſee you. 
He brings, he ſays, news of the utmoſt conſe- 
quence. 

OLD MOOR. 

There is in this world to me but one thing of 
conſequence—Y ou know it, Amelia.—Y et, if it 
be an unhappy man who ſtands in need of my af- 
ſiſtance, he ſhall not go from hence unrelieved. 

| [Exit DANIEL.] 


* By Heaven | literally, By God ! This expreſſion in the mouth 
of a lady appears harſh to an Engliſh ear; but, in Germany, its 
common use removes every disagreeable sentiment. 


AMELIA, 
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| AMELIA. 
If he is a beggar he ſhall come up directly. 


OLD MOOR. 
Amelia! Amelia! ſpare me! 


: —— ene —— of 1 
— 


SCENE V. 
Enter Fx ANC1s, and HERMAN diſguiſed. 


FRANCIS. 
Here is the man.—Dreadful news, he ſays, 
awaits you. Can you bear to hear it? 


OLD MOOR. 

I know but one thing that can be dreadful. — 

Come hither, friend, and ſpare me not. Give 
him ſome wine. 


HERMAN. 
[With a feigned voice. 

My gracious lord ! Do not blame a poor man, 
if unwillingly he pierces your heart with an- 
guiſh. I am a ſtranger here, but you I know 
well: you are the father of Charles Moor. 


OLD MOOR. 
How do you know that ? 


HERMAN. 


I knew your ſon— 
| | AMELIA- 
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AMELIA. 
[ Starting un.] 

Is he alive? Is he alive? Thou kneweſt him? 

Where is he? where? where ?—{ Running off. ] 
| OLD MOOR, 
Lou knew my ſon ? 
HERMAN. | 

He ſtudied at the univerſity of Leipzick. From 
thence he wandered through Germany, his head 
uncovered, barefooted, and begging his bread 
from door to door. Five months afterwards that 
dreadful war broke out between the Poles and 
Turks ; and as he had nothing left in the world 
to hope for, the ſound of King Matthias's vito- 
rious trumpets attracted him to Peſt in Hungary; 
let me, ſaid he to the king, let me die upon 
the bed of heroes: I have no longer a father 

OLD MOOR. * 
Look not on me, Amelia 
HERMAN. 

They gave him a pair of colours. He ſhared in 
the glory of the victories of Matthias. We lay 
together under the ſame tent. He ſpoke much 
of his old father, of better days that were paſt, 
and of blaſted hopes.—The tears ſtood in both our 
eyes, 

OLD MOOR. 


[ Hides his face.] 
No more! Oh! no more 
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HERMAN. 
Eight days afterwards there was a hot engage- 
ment. I muſt tell you, your ſon behaved like a 
gallant warrior. He performed prodigies in ſight 
of the whole army. Five regiments near him 
were obliged to be relieved :—He ſtood firm. A 
ſhower of balls fell on every fide : your ſon ſtood 
firm. A ball ſhattered his right hand : he took 
the colours into his left, and ſtill ſtood firm 
| AMELIA. 
In extaſy.] 
And ſtood firm, father! and ſtood firm! 
| HERMAN. | | 
I found him in the evening of the battle on the 
field. He had fallen, after having received ſeve- 
ral ſevere wounds. With his left hand he ſtopped 
the ſtreaming blood : his right was buried in the 
ground“ Brother,” cried he, © it is reported 
„through the ranks that the general has fallen.” 
—<« He has fallen,” ſaid I; © but how art 
« thou ?”—© Well!” exclaimed he; and re- 
moving his left hand, he added, Let the man 
“ who is a brave ſoldier follow his general as I 
do!” Soon after which he breathed out the ſoul 


of a real hero. 
FRANCIS. 


| [Wildly ruſhing towards Herman.) 
May death ſeal up thy accurſed lips! Comeſt 
thou hither to give our father his death-blow ? 


Father! Amelia! Father! 
HERMAN. 


. . „ inanww 4 
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HERMAN. 
It was the laſt requeſt of my dying comrade. 
« Take this ſword,” ſaid he, his voice faultering, 


you ſhall deliver it to my aged father, with the 


« blood of his ſon ſtill upon it. He is revenged: 
« he may - congratulate himſelf, Tell him, his 
«© curſe has hunted me into battle and to death, 
« and that I fell—in deſpair.” His laſt igh was 
Amelia! 
AMELIA. 
[ Starting u, muck agitated.] 
His laſt ſigh, Amelia! 
OLD MOOR. 
[ Shrieking aloud and tearing his hair.] 
My curſe driven him to death !—Fallen in de- 
ſpair ! | | 
| HERMAN. | 
Here is the ſword, and here is a picture too, 
which he took from out his boſom. It reſembles 
this lady. © This to my brother Francis,” ſaid 
he. I know not what he would have ſaid far- 


ther. 
| FRANCIS. 


[ Seems aſtoniſted. 
To me the picture of Amelia? To me, Charles 


—Amelial—me ! 
AMELIA, 


[ Puriouſly ruſhing towards Herman.) 
Baſe, perfidious, hired impoſtor |—{ Seizing him 
roughly.) © 


HERMAN, 
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HERMAN. 
That I am not, noble lady. See yourſelf if it 
is not your picture. Perhaps you might have 
given it to him. 
FRANCIS. 
By heavens ! Amelia, yours ! It is indeed yours. 


AMELIA. 
[ Returning him the hicture. 
Mine ! mine! Oh heaven and earth! 


' OLD MOOR. 

[ Exclaiming with agony, and beating his breaſt. 

Woe! woe! Mycurſe purſued him to death ! 
Fallen in deſpair ! 

FRANCIS. 

And he remembered me in the heavy hour of 
departure !—Me ! Angelic foul - hilſt already 
the black banners of death waved over him 
Me! 

OLD MOOR. 
[ Stammering. | 

My curſe driven him to death ! My ſon fallen 
in deſpair |— 

HERMAN. 
Agitated and with emotion.] 

This ſorrow I cannot bear.—Farewell, venera- 
ble lord. Aide to Francis.) Why did you this, 
Sir ? 3 Exit ſuddenly. 

„ AMELIA, 
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 AMELIA. 
[Running after him.] | 

Stay! Stay !—What were his laſt words? 

HERMAN. | 1 
[ Calling back.] 
His laſt figh was—Amelia! [ Exit, 
AMELIA. 

His laſt igh—Amelia !—No, thou art no im- 
poſtor! It is true, then true that he is dead 
[ Staggers about till fhe finks dotun.— Dead! Charles 
is dead! 

FRANCIS. 

What do I ſee? What is this upon the ſword ? 

Written with blood—Amelia ! 


AMELIA. 

By him ? 

FRANCIS. 

See I right, or do I dream? Behold, wie in 
bloody characters: Francis, forſake not my 
Amelia!“ Look ! look upon the other ſide 
* Amelia, all- powerful death has liberated you 
* from your oath.” See now—Seeſt thou this? 
He wrote it with his almoſt ſtiffened hand—he 
wrote it on the awful confines of eternity 


AMELIA. 
Almighty God! it is his hand, —He has never 
loved me! [ Exit ſuddenly. 


F FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 
[Stamping hon the gronnd | 
Hell and furies! My whole ſcheme is fruſtrated 
by that capricious woman ! 


OLD MOOR. 
Alas! alas! Do not leave me, my daughter !— 
Francis! Francis! Reſtore to me my ſon ! 


FRANCIS. 

And who gave him the curſe? Who was he 
that drove his ſon to battle—to death—to de- 
ſpair?Oh! he was a noble youth! curſe 
upon his executioner |! 


OLD MOOR, 
[Beating his breaft and forehead.) 

Curſe ! Curſe ! Deſtruction! Curſe upon my- 
ſelf !—I am the father who murdered his glorious 
fon !-—He loved me even in his death !—To pu- 
niſh me, he ran to battle and to death! Am ! 
not a monſter ?—Oh! a monſter "TP an agony of 
rage. 

FRANCIS. SP 

He is gone !—What now avail theſe idle la- 
mentations !—{ma/ipnantly.] It is eaſier to murder 
than to reſtore to life. 

| OLD MOOR. 

And it was thou who didſt force the curſe from 
my lips !—Thou !'—Thou! Give me my ſon 
again! 

FRANCIS. 


18 
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FRANCIS. 
Do not irritate my rage. I leave you to die. 
| OLD MOOR. 
Monſter. Monſter! Reſtore to me my ſon |— 
He ruſhes out from his arm chair, and is going to 
ſeize Francis by the throat, who eſcapes.) 


SCENE VL 


OLD MOOR, 

A thouſand curſes light upon thee ! Thou haſt 
ſtolen my ſon from my arms!—{ Throws himſelf uon 
the ſofa in deſnair.] Woe! Alas! Deſpair, but 
not death !—They fly, deſert me in death—my 
good angels avoid me: they abandon the cold 
hoary murderer! - Oh! Oh! Will nobody 
ſupport my head ? Will nobody releaſe the ſtrug- 
gling ſoul ?—No ſons! no daughters! no friends ! 
Men only !—Will no one—alone—abandoned— 
Woe! woe! Deſpair, but not death !—{ He falls 
back exhauſted ufron the ſofa.] 

AMELIA. | 
Comes ſlowly nearer, fiercerves him, and with a ſudden 
Ariel exclaims :| | 
Dead!—quite dead ! [ Exit in deſtair. 


F2 SCENE VII. 
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SCENE VII. 
The Bohemian Foreſts. 


RAZMAN from one fide ; SPIEGELBERG, With a 
frarty of ROBBERS, from the other. 


RAZ MAN. 

Welcome, comrades! Welcome to the Bohe- 
mian Foreſts !—{[ They embrace each other.] Whi- 
ther does the lightning hurry thee? Whence has 
the ſtorm brought thee, my deareſt companion ? 


SPIEGELBERG. 
Red-hot from Leipzick fair. There was fun. 
_ Aſk only Schufterle. He greets thee heartily 
upon thy happy return. He has joined, in his re- 
turn, the great band of our captain !—[ Throws 
himſelf upon the ground. | And how have you paſſed 
your time? How proceeds the buſineſs? Oh!. 

t could tell thee ſuch tricks, that thou FOUR 
forget thy meals to liſten to them. 


RAZMAN. 

believe you I believe you. You took care 
we ſhould hear that in the newſpapers.—But 
where the devil diſt thou pick up all this vermin ? 
Thunder and wounds! thou bringeſt with thee a 
fine ſwarm of recruits; you are an excellent ſer- 
jeant. | 


SPIEGELBERG. 
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SPIEGELBERG. 

Well! and a clever pack they are Thou 
mayſt hang thy hat up in the ſun, brother, and 
I'll lay a wager they will ſteal it, as if the world 
was all in darkneſs. 


RAZMAN. | Laughs. 
You will be vaſtly welcome to the captain with 
theſe gentlemen. He too has engaged brave fel- 
lows. 


SPIEGELBERG. | Maliciouſly. ] 
To the devil with your captain, and look at 
mine in compariſon—Ha ! 
RAZMAN. 
Well! Well! They may have pretty dexterous 
| fingers—but I tell thee, the fame of our captain 
has already tempted many noble fellows. 


SPIEGELBERG. 
So much the worſe. 


SCENE VIII. 


[GRIMM, running in hafily, the FOREGOING.] 


RAZMAN. 
Who's there? What's. the matter here ? Have 
you ſeen travellers in the foreſt? 


F 3 
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GRIMM. , 
Quick ! quick! Where are the reſt ?—The 
devil! What do you ſtand chattering about here? 
Don't you know—don't you know it all ?—Poor 


Roller ! 
5 RAZ MAN. 


What! What of Roller? 


5 . 
GRIMM. 


Roller is hanged, and four others with kinks 


RAZMAN. 

Roller ?—What ?—When?—How have you 

heard that? 1 
GRIMM. 

He has already been impriſoned three weeks, 
and we knew nothing about him: three times 
has he been examined, and we heard nothing. 
They have queſtioned him upon the rack, to make 
him confeſs where our captain was ?—The brave 
fellow would not utter a ſyllable. Yeſterday he 
received ſentence of death, and this morning he 
went poſt-haſte to the devil. | 


RAZMAN. 
Damnation! Does the captain know this? 


GRIMM. 

He heard it but yeſterday—he foamed like a 
wild boar. You know he always highly valued 
Roller, and his having ſuffered the rack has en- 
creaſed his eſteem. We tried to reſcue him 


with 
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with ropes and ladders, but all to no purpoſe. 
Moor himſelf gained admiſſion to him in the ha- 
bit of a capuchin : he offered to change his dreſs 
with him, but Roller obſtinately refuſed—and 
now he has uttered an oath which chilled our 
very vitals: he has ſworn that he will light 
ſuch a torch for him as never before blazed for 
the funeral of any king—a fire which ſhall reduce 
them all to aſhes *. I fear for the town. He has 
long entertained a pique againſt it for its abomi- 
nable bigotry ; and if he once ſays —© Thus will 
* do, it is as if it were already done. 
RAZEZ MAN. 
But alas! Poor Roller 
SPIEGELBERG. 
Memento mori /—But for that I care not.— 


Hums a tune.]—W henever I paſs by a gallows, 
I ſhall only blink my right eye, and think, thou 


art well hanged there alone. Who is a fool, 


thou or I ? 
RAZMAN. 


[ Starting uf. | 
Hark ! a ſhot.— [ Firing and noiſe. | 
SPIEGELBERG. 
Another 


* Reduce them all to aſhes; literally, burn their backs black and 


blue. 
Again 
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RAZ MAN. 
Again, another! The captain Mufick behind 
the ſcenes.]— They never hang a man at Nuren- 
berg before they have him *.” Da cafe. 


SCHWEIZER and ROLLER. 
[ Behind the ſcenes. 


Holla, ho! holla, ho 


RAZMAN. | 

'Tis Roller! Roller!—May every devil fetch 

me ! 
SCHWEIZER and ROLLER. 
[ Behind the ſcene. 

Huzza | Razman ! Grimm! Spiegelberg! Raz- 

man! Huzza! 
' RAZMAN. 

Roller! Schweizer! Thunder, lightning, tem- 

peſt, and fury! [ They ruſh towards him. 


This is a German proverb, of which this was the occaſion. 
Four criminals at Nurenberg, in Germany, the night before their 
execution made their eſcape, and wrote theſe words in large cha- 
racters in the inſide of their priſon. 
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SCENE IX. 


Enter Mook on horſeback, SCHWE1ZER, ROLLER, 


SCHUFTERLE, and a party of ROBBERS, covered 
with dirt and mud. 


MOOR. 
Jumps off his horſe. | 

Freedom! Freedom Well, you are ſafe, Rol- 
ler! Take my horſe“, and waſh him with 
wine f. Throws himſelf exhauſted uon the ground.]— 
Hot work this ! 

RAZMAN. | To Roller. 

Now by the fiery fork of Pluto! art thou riſen 

from the wheel ? 
SPIEGELBERG. 

Are you his ghoſt? Or am I deprived of my 

ſenſes? Or are you really Roller? 


ROLLER. 
Here I am, body and all—quite whole. Where 
do you think I come from? 


In the original he calls his horſe meinen Rappen, which ſigni- 
fies my black horſe in German. | 

+ After a horſe-race, it is cuſtomary to waſh the horſe's foet 
with wine. 


GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 
Aſk the Devil! The ſtick was already broken 


over thee *. 
ROLLER. 


That it was indeed, and ſtill more. I arrive 
ſtraight from the gallows—let me take breath. 
Schweizer will tell you all. Give me a glaſs of 
brandy. You too here, Maurice !—I thought to 
ſee thee elſewheref. For God's ſake give me a 
glaſs of brandy! my bones fall aſunder Oh, my 
captain! Where is my captain? 

RAZMAN. 

Have patience for a moment — But ſay—ſpeak! 
How didſt thou eſcape i ? How is it that we have 
thee again? My head whirls round. From the 
gallows did you fay ? | 

3 ROLLER. 
[ Tofſes off à glaſs of branay.] 

Ah ! that taſtes well—that warms my inſide !— 
Strait from the gallows, I ſay.— Vou ſtand, and 
ſtare, and can ſcarcely believe this. I was only 
three paces from the damned ladder, from which 


9 


* When a criminal in Germany is condemned to death, the 
judge having pronounced ſentence, takes a ſmall ſtick from the 
table, breaks it, and throws it before the feet of the criminal. 
Hence the expreſſion, den Stab brechen, to condemn a malefactor to 
death ; literally, io break the flick, The fignification of which is, 
as this broken ſtick can never be joined, ſo as to be what it was 
before, ſo certain is it that you muſt die. 


. + Elfewhere, viz. in Hell. : 
ROY I was 
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I was to have mounted to the boſom of Abra- 
ham—thus near thus near—Wouldſt thou have 
bought my life at a pinch of ſnuff? - I thank thee, 
captain, for breath, liberty, and life. 


SCHWEIZER, 

Ah! it is a joke worth hearing. By means of 
our ſpies, we got wind the day before that Roller 
was deep in the pickle, and if Heaven did not firſt 
fall, he was to depart the next morning—that 
was this morning early, I tell you—the way of all 
fleſh. © Riſe ! ſaid the captain, © what riſques 
« ſhould we not run for a friend. Save him or 
not, we'll light him ſuch a funeral pile as never 
blazed for any king, and which ſhall reduce to 
aſhes his infernal judges.” The whole band 
was ſummoned. We poſted a meſſenger to him, 
who contrived to deliver a ſmall note in his ſoup. 


ROLLER. 
I almoſt deſpaired of the iſſue. 


SCHWEIZER. 

We waited till the paſſages were clear. The 
whole town went to ſee the ſpectacle, on horſe- 
back, on foot, and in carriages. The bell tolled, 
and the death-dirge ſounded at a aiſtance. 
Now,“ ſaid the captain, © begin! The fellows 
flew like arrows, ſet fire to the town in three and 
thirty places at once, threw burning matches into 
the powder magazine, into the churches and 
barns. 
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barns. Not a quarter of an hour paſſed before 
the north-wind, which muſt have been piqued 
againſt the town, came nobly to our aid, and 
helped to raiſe the flame to the higheſt pinnacles. 
In the meantime we ran through the ſtreets like 
furies, cried, Fire | fire! There was ſuch a howl- 

ing—ſuch ſhrieks and clamour—the fire- bells be- | 
gan to ring, the powder-magazine blew up as 
if the earth were rent aſunder, or heaven had 
burſt, and hell ſunk down ten thouſand fathoms 


deeper. 
ROLLER, 


And now my attendants began to look about 
them. There was the town like Sodom and 
Gomorrah—the whole horizon fire, ſulphur, and 
ſmoke the mountains re-echoed round the in- 
fernal crack all fell to the ground panic- ſtruck. 
[ took this opportunity, and fled like the wind. — 
[ was already unbound, ſo nearly was it over 
with me, whilſt my conductors looked back pe- 
trified like Lot's wife. I ruſhed away—broke 
through the mob—off I was! ran about ſixty 
paces, threw off my clothes, plunged into the 
river, and ſwam under the water till I thought 
myſelt out of fight. My captain was ready 
with horſes and freſh clothes—thus I got off — 
Moor! Moor! mayſt thou ſoon be in ſuch a pic- 
kle, to give me an opportunity of paying you in 
the ſame coin. | 

. | RAZMAN. 


/ 
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RAZMAx. 
A diabolical wiſh, for which you ought to be 
hanged : however, it was a Joke, that makes one 
burſt with laughter. 


ROLLER. 

It was help in the time of need : you cannot 
know how to value it. You ſhould have had— 
the rope already about the neck—ſhould have 
marched reluctantly towards the grave like me, 
and beheld every diabolical preparation, and all 
the ceremonies of hanging, moving ſlowly and 
timidly onwards nearer and nearer towards the 
curſed machine; there was I to be lodged, fright- 
fully expoſed to the beams of the morning-ſun.— 
And then too the louring looks of hangmen's 
boys! The horrible muſic ſtill rings in my ears 
and the croaking of a thouſand hungry ravens 
that had left the carcaſe of my half-rotten prede- 
ceſſors, and all—all that.—No ! for all the trea- 
ſures of Mammon I would not undergo it a ſecond 
time. To die is ſomething more than a harle- 
quin's caper, and the fear of death is worſe than 
death itſelf. 


SPIEGELBERG. 

And the blowing up of the powder-magazine— 

it was this cauſed ſuch a ſtench of ſulphur for 

miles around, as if the whole wardrobe of Moloch 
was hung up in the air. 


SCHWEIZER. 


r ä 
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| SCHWEIZBR. 

If the town delights in ſeeing a comrade of 
mine butchered like a hunted boar—why the de- 
vil ! ſhall we trouble our conſciences about letting 
the town ſuffer for the ſake of our comrate? 
Know you, Schufterle, how many deaths it has 
coſt ? 

SCHUFTERLE — 

Eighty-three, they ſay. The magazine alone 

blew about fixty of them to pieces. 
MOOR. 


(Very ſeriouſly.) 
Roller, thou art purchaſed very dear. 
29 SCHUFTERLE. 

Piſh! But what is that? — Ves, if they had been 
men indeed—But there were new-born puling in- 
fants; ſhrivelled old women that drove the flies 
from them, and old greybeards who could not find 
the door. All that had nimble feet flew out to 
ſee the execution, and only the dregs of the town 
remained behind to take care of the houſes. 


| 7 MOOR. 

Oh the poor vermin !—Greybeards didſt thou 

ſay? and infants ? 
| © SCHUFTERLE. 

Yes, the Devil! and moreover fick women in 
child-bed, and ſome that were juſt about to be 
confined. As I happened to paſs by one of the 
| little 
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little barracks, I heard a ſqualling: I ſtarted, and 
looked in to ſee what it was. Behold, it proved 
to be a child yet fafe and ſound, that was lying 
on the floor under the table, and the table was 
juſt then catching fire; © Poor little animal!” ſaid 
[, © you are dying for cold here,” and threw it 
into the flames. | 

MOOR. 

Did you indeed, Schufterle?—Then may that 
flame burn in thy breaſt till eternity grows grey. 
Be gone, monſter! Be never again ſeen in my 
band! [A nurmur ariſes.) Do you murmur? Do 
you heſitate? Who heſitates when I command? 
Away with him, I fay There are ſome more 
among you who are ripe for my reſentment. I 
know you too, Spiegelberg. But I ſoon will be 
amongſt you, and hold a frightful muſter, 

[ Exeunt trembling. 


SCENE X. 


[Mook alone, muck agitated, walks quickly i and 
down.| 


MOOR. | 

Hear them not, avenger in Heaven How can 
I help it? How canſt thou help it if thy plagues— 
thy famines—thy floods devour the righteous 
with 
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with the wicked? Who can command the flame; 
that it ſhall not rage through the fields of good 
men, when it is to deſtroy a neſt of hornets?— 
Here ſtands the boy, red with ſhame, deſpiſed 
before the eye of Heaven, who dared to play 
with the thunderbolt of Jupiter, and overthrew 
pigmies where he ſhould have cruſhed Titans.— 
Go, go | Thou art not the man to direct the aveng- 
ing ſword of the Almighty—thou wert confound- 
ed at the firſt graſp Here I renounce the raſh 
deſign, and haſten to conceal myſelf in ſome ca- 
vern of the earth, where even the light of day ſhall 
ſhrink back at my infamy. [1s going off. 


7 


SCENE XI. 


Enter ROLLER, haſtily. 


ROLLER. 

Take care of yourſelf, captain; there is ſome- 
thing in the wind. Whole troops of Bohemian 
horſemen ſwarm about the foreſt. —The devil *muſt 


have betrayed us. 


* The Devil; literally, the Blue Stocking of Hell, 


SCENE 
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_ SCENE XII. 
[GRA, the FOREGOING. | 


_ GRIMM- 
Captain! Captain! they have found our track. 
Several thouſands of them form a cordon round 
the middle of the foreſt. | 


SCENE XIII. 
- [SPIEGELBERG, the FOREGOING. ] 


_ SPIEGELBERG. 

Oh, poor ſouls that we are! We are taken, 
broken on the wheel, drawn, and quartered ! 
Thouſands of huſſars, dragoons, and rifle-men, 
appear on the heights, and beſet all the paſſages. 
[ Exit MOOR, 


—— —_—_——__— 
SCENE XIV. 


[SCHWEIZER, RAZMAN, SCHUFTERLE, aud 4 


troq of Robbers from the quite fide. 


"SCHWEIZER. 
Have we then at laſt rouzed them from their 
ſleep? Rejoice, Roller! This is what I have 
1 G long 
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tong deſired, to exchange a few cuts with ſome of 
theſe hireling knights. Where is the captain? 
Is the whole band together? Have we powder 
enough? 

RAZMAN. 

Loads of powder.—But there are no more than 
eighty of us in all, and ſcarcely one to twenty of 
them. 5 

SCHWEIZER, 

So much the better. They riſk their lives for 
fixpence a-day, we fight for life and liberty. We'll 
upon them like a flood, and fire down on their 
heads lightning. —Where, the devil! Where's 
the captain? 

SPIEGELBERG. | 

He abandons us in our diſtreſs. ' Have we then 
no longer any chance of eſcaping ? 


SCHWEIZER. 
Eſcape? I wiſh you may be ſuffocated in the. 
mud, cowardly ſoul! You always make a great 
deal of noiſe, but as ſoon as you ſee danger ap- 
proaching——Coward! ſhow thyſelf now, or 
we'll ſew thee up in a boar's ſkin, and have thee 
hunted to death. | 


| RAZMAN. 
The captain! the captain! 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 
[Moon, the FOREGOING. ] 


MOOR. 
In a low voice to himſelf. 

I have let them be entirely ſurrounded, now 
they muſt fight like deſperadoes. | Aloud.) Now 
my lads! Now 1s the time! We are loft, or we 
muſt fight like' wounded boars. 


SCHWEIZER. 
Ha! I will tear open their bellies with my 
tuſks.—Lead us on, captain! we will follow you 
into the jaws of death. 
MOOR: 
Charge all the muſquets—There is no wont of 
powder? 
SCHWEIZER. [Starts un.] 
Powder enough to blgw the earth up to the 
moon. | 
RAZMAS. 
Every man has five brace of loaded piſtols, and 
three rifle-guns beſides. 
Moo. | 
Well, well Now then a party of you muſt 
climb up the trees, while others hide in the 


thickets, and fire upon them in ambuſcade. 
| G2 SCHWEIZER, 
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SCHWEIZER. 

That's your poſt, Spiegelberg. 

MOOR. 
The reſt of us, like furies, will charge them in 
the flanks. 
| SCHWEIZER. 
Among them am II. 
MOOR. 

In the mean time ſound all your whiſtles ; 
ſcour about the foreſt, that our number may 
appear more formidable ; then let all the hounds 
looſe, and ſet them on their ranks ; throw them 
into confuſion, and force them within ſhot of you. 
We three, Roller, Schweizer, and I, fight in the 
hotteſt part of the battle, 


SCENE XVI. 
[ The FoREGOING. Enter a COMMISSARY.] 


GRIMM. 
Look there comes already one of the bull-dogs 
of juſtice ſtalking towards us. 


SCHWEIZER. 
Down with him! Don' t let him ſpeak a word 
with us. 


MOOR* 
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MoOR. 
Be ſilent! I will hear him. 
COMMISSARY. 
With your permifſion, gentlemen, I am an of- 
ficer of juſtice. Without the foreſt are eight hun- 
dred men, who guard every hair of my head. 


SCHWEIZER, 
A terrible ſtory this to keep one's ſtomach 
warm. 5 
Mook. 
Silence, comrade | Speak briefly# Sir. What 
may be your commands ? . 


COMMISSARY. 

The power that pronounces upon life and death 

ſends me hither. —Qne word to you, two to the 
band, | 

MOOR, 


Lean upon his ſtword.] 
Proceed. | N 
q COMMISSARY. 


Deſperate man! Does not the blood of a 
count of the empire, murdered by thee, ſtill ſtain 
thy accurſed fingers? Haſt thou-not broken open 
the ſanctuary of the Lord with thy ſacrilegious 
hands, and ſtolen, like a villain, the ſacred veſ- 
ſels of the Lord's Supper? How ! Haſt thou not 
caſt fire-brands about our godly city, and blown 
up the powder magazine over the heads of wor- 
G 3 thy 


86 THE ROBBERS: 


thy chriſtians ?—[with his hands claſ ed together. 

 Dreadful—dreadful crimes | They ſmell to Heaz 

ven *, give new terrors to the laſt day of judgment, 

whoſe vengeance ſhall rapidly burſt forth, eager 

for puniſhment, eager for the ſound of the 

trumpet, | | 
MOOR. 

Thus far maſterly—but to the bulineſs What 
does the ſupreme magiſtracy deſire you to an- 
nounce? 

| .COMMISSARY. 

What you are not worthy to receive. Look 
around you, incendiaries ! as far as eye can reach, 
you are ſurrounded by our cavalry.—There is now 
no room to eſcape: as certain as that cherries will 
not grow upon theſe oak-trees, and that theſe fir- 
trees will not produce peaches, ſo certain is it that 
you muſt all yield to this irreſiſtible force. 

| | MOOR. | 

Do you hear this, Schweizer _ Roller ?— 
But go on! 

COMMISSARY. 

Hear then, captain, how benevolently, how 
indulgently, juſtice will proceed with you. If 
you will yet ſubmit, and implore lenity and par- 
don, the rigour of the law ſhall change to mercy, 


* Oh, my offence is rank—it ſmells to heaven. 
| HAMLET. 


juſtice 
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Juſtice will be like a fond mother—it cloſes its 
eyes on more than. half your crimes, and is fatis- 
fied —Think on it —and is fatisfied if r are 
only broken upon the wheel 


SCHWEIZER. . | 

Did you hear that, captain? Shall I go and 

ſqueeze the throat of this hang - dog, till the blood 
ſpurt out from every pore ? | 


— 


ROLLER. 3 

Captain! Thunder, hell, and fury Captain! 
How he bites his under lip! Shall I twiſt this 
fellow in the air like a nine- pin. | 

MOOR, 

Leave him! Let no one touch him !—| To the 
Commiſſary.] Look, Sir! Here ſtand ſeventy-nine 
men: I am their captain. None of them have 
been accuſtomed to the parade or the word of 
command, nor have they been taught to dance 
to the ſound of cannon. _ Without ſtand eight 
hundred, grown old in arms.—But hear now. 
Thus ſpeaks Moor, the murderous incendiary: | 
captain ; * True it is I killed an Imperial Count, 
have ſet fire to the Nominigan's church, have pil- 
laged it, have thrown fire-brands into your bi- 
gotted town, have blown up the powder maga- 
zine over the heads of gaqd Chriſtians But that 
is not all: I have done ſtill more. ¶ He fretches gut 
his right land.] © Behold theſe four precious rings 

which 
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which I wear on each finger This ruby! pulled 
from off the finger of a miniſter, whom I cut down 
while hunting at the feet of his prince. He raiſed 
himſelf from the loweſt ſtation to the place 'of 
firſt favourite the downfall of his neighbour was 
the ladder to his greatneſs—many tears of orphans 
flowed on his account. This diamond I drew 
from the finger of a treaſurer-general, who ſold 
places of honour and employments to the higheſt | 
bidder, and puſhed from his door the lamenting 
patriot. This agate I wear in honour of a prieſt, 
whom ] aſſaſſinated with my own hand, for la- 
menting in his pulpit that the Inquiſition had fal- 
len ſo much into diſrepute.“ I could relate to 
you many more ſtories of my rings, did I not al- 
ready repent the few words which I have waſted 
on you. _ 
COMMISSARY. 
That a malefactor ſhould be thus proud 


MOOR. 

Hear me again—I will now ſpeak proudly,— 

Go, and tell your high ſupreme magiſtracy, which 
throws the die over life and death, I am no 
thief, who conſpires with ſleep and midnight, and 
makes his way into houſes with rope ladders.— 
What I have done, I ſhall without doubt at fome 
time or other read in the regiſter of heaven : but 


with your abominable Judges I will not waſte ano- 
ther 
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ther word. Tell them, my object is retaliation, 
my aim, revenge—| He turns from im.]. 
 COMMISSARY. 

You will then obtain neither lenity nor pardon. 
Well, with you I have done—ſaddreſes himſelf 
zo the band.] Hear, then, what juſtice announces ta 
you! If youwill this moment deliver up this male- 
factor, your crimes ſhall be pardoned till the day 
of retribution. The holy church will receive'you 
into her maternal boſom with renewed love, and 
every one of you ſhall be rewarded with ſome ho- 
nourable poſt. Read yourſelves, there is the general 
pardon ſigned. [ He gives Schweizer à paper with an 
air of triumph and gaiety.] Well then, your Ho- 
nour, how do you like that ?—Be _ Bind 
him, and be free! 


MOOR. 

Do you hear this ?—This? Why do you beſi 
tate? You are offered. freedom, and you are al- 
ready priſoners. Vou are offered life, and it is 
not merely vaunting, for you are already con- 
demned.— Lou are promiſed honours and em- 
ployments ; and on the other hand what can you 
expect, if you even eſcape, but infamy, curſes, 
and perſecution? Pardon from heaven is announ- 
ced to you—you are already condemned. There 
is not a hair upon your heads that will not go to 
the devil. Do you heſitate ſtill? Are you ſtill in 
doubt? Is It thus difficult to chooſe between 
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heaven and hell? Aſſiſt me to perſuade them, 
dear Sir. 
COMMISSARY. 
What devil is it that ſpeaks within him? The 
fellow makes me mad, 


MOOR. | 
How? Still no anſwer? Are you thinking 

of cutting your way through by force of arms? 
Look but around you—look but around? that 
you will not venture to attempt at preſent, that 
were now childiſh preſumption. Or do you flatter 
yourſelves to fall like heroes, becauſe you per- 
ceived that J was eager for the battle? Oh, 
believe it not! There is not one of you a Moor 
you are abominable thieves ! miſerable inſtruments 
of my higher plans, like the deteſtable rope in the 
hands of the executioner. Thieves cannot fall 
like heroes—thieves muſt tremble at death! 
Hark! how their trumpets ſound! See how vaunt- 
ingly their ſwords blaze around you! How? Still 
irreſolute? Are you mad? Are you deprived of 
your ſenſes?—I thank you not for my life, I am 
aſhamed of your ſacrifice — Trumpets are heard 


from a diftance.| 


COMMISSARY. 

[With great aſtoniſhment] 
I ſhall go mad I cannot ftay! Whoever be- 
fore heard of ſuch things? 


MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Or perhaps you fear I ſhould kill myfelf, and 
cancel this agreement with you, which holds 
good only to the living—by: ſuicide? No, my 
friends, that's a groundleſs fear. Here I throw 
away my dagger, my piſtols, and this little vial 
of poiſon, which might ſtill be of ſervice. — 
What, ſtill irreſolute? Or do you believe, per- 
| haps, I ſhould defend myſelf againſt you if you 
were to attempt to ſeize me? Behold ! here I 
bind my right hand to this branch of oak: I am 
entirely helpleſs, a child might throw me on the 
ground. Who is the firſt to abandon his captain? 


ROLLER, 
In wild emotion. 


Not if hell ſhould ſurround us | —[ hrandifhes his 


fword.)—He that is no cur let him ſave his cap- 


tain? fo) 
SCHWEIZER. 
Tears the hardon, and throws the frieces into the Com- 
miſſary's face. | 


Our pardon ſhall iſſue from the muzzles of our 
muſquets. - Be gone, raſcal! Tell the ſenate, 
who ſent thee, thou didſt not find in Moor's band 
one ſingle traitor, —Save, ſave the captain! 

ALL. [ Shouting |. 
Save, fave, fave the captain 
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MOOR. | 
[ Unbinding himſelf in a tranſport of joy.] 
Now, comrades, we are free! This fingle arm 
ſhall be a hoſt—Death or freedom ! At leaſt they 
ſhall not have one of us alive. — They found the at- 
tack, Noiſe and tumult. 
| | Exeunt omnes with drawn ſwords. 


— 
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401 Il. 


SCENE I. 


[ The garden. AMELIA feenſive; FRANCIS follow- 
ing ler; both in dea mourning.) 


FRANCIS. 
Has again already b capricious enthuſiaſt ? 


You have ſtolen yourſelf away from the 


joyous feaſt, and marred the NONE! of the 
gueſts. 
AMELIA. 

It is pity ſuch innocent happineſs ſhould be 
leſſened. The death-bell, which ſolemnly tolled 
thy father to his grave, is ſtill ſounding in my 
ears. | 

FRANCIS, 

Will you then weep for ever? Leave the 
dead to ſleep in peace, and make the living 
happy.—I am come— 


AMELIA. 
And when doſt thou go again? 


FRANCIS, 
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FRANCIS. 
Oh, miſery! aſſume not ſuch a proud and 
gloomy countenance! You affliet me, Amelia 


I am come to ſay 
AMELITA. 
I muſt hear then, for Francis Moor is become 


a noble lord. 
| FRANCIS. 

Yes, indeed, that was the ſubjet I was 
about to mention to you. —Maximilian is ſleeping 
in the grave of his forefathers. I am maſter, 
But I ſhould wiſh to be ſo entirely, Amelia. —Y ou 
know what you have been in our houſe—you 
have been treated as Count Moor's only daugh» 
ter ; his love for you ſurvived death itſelf—that 
you can never forget, 

AMELIA. | 

Never, never ! Who could thoughtleſsly drown 
the remembrance of ſo much goodneſs ! 


FRANCIS. 

The affection of the father you muſt repay 
to his ſons, and Charles is dead. Do you ſtart ? 
Are you amazed? Yes, indeed, the thought 
is ſo highly flattering, that it ſubdues even the 
pride of a woman. Francis ſpurns beneath his 
feet the offers of the nobleſt ladies—Francis 


comes and offers to a poor and helpleſs orphan, 
his 
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his heart, his hand, and with his hand his 
wealth, his caſtles, and his foreſts. Francis the 
envied, the feared, voluntarily declares himſelf 
the ſlave of Amelia. 


| AMELIA. | 

Why did not {ome 'thunderbolt cleave in two 
the abominable tongue, while it dared to pro- 
nounce thoſe execrable words ! Thou haſt mur- 
dered my beloved, and ſhall Amelia call thee huſ- 
band !—Thee ! 

FRANCIS. 

Not ſo violent, moſt gracious beiden 
Francis does not ſtoop to you like a cooing Cela- 
don—Moſt true, he has not learned, like a plain- 
tive Arcadian ſhepherd, to ſigh out his amorous 
moans to caves and rocks.—Francis ſpeaks, and 
if he is not anſwered, he—commands. 


AMELIA. 
Poor worm ! command ! command me ! What 
if the command ſhould be anſwered with ſcorn 


and contempt * 


FRANCIS, 

That it ſhall not be. There are means, I know 
there are means of humbling the pride of a capri- 
cious imagination—walls and cloiſters ! 

AMELIA. 
Bravo! | Excellent !-—-Walls and cloiſters !— 


9 to be for ever freed from thy baſiliſk looks, 
with 
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with leiſure to think on Charles—to hang on 
him.— Welcome walls! welcome cloiſters! 


FRANCIS. 

Ha, ha! Is it ſo?—Beware! you have taught 
me the art of tormenting you. This perpetual 
hankering after Charles, the ſight of me (like 
a fire-haired fury) ſhall chace from your mind; 
the terrible Francis ſhall lower in ambuſh be- 
hind the picture of your lover—like the enchanted 
hound, that watches over buried treaſures, I 
will drag you by the hair to the chapel, and 
ſword in hand will I there extort the nuptial 
oath. ; 


AMELIA. 
[ves him a blow on the car.] 
Take this firſt for your dowry. 


FRANCIS. 

[ Enraged.| 
Ha! That ſhall be tenfold and ten thouſand 
fold revenged! My ſpouſe !—no, you ſhall .not 
have that honour—you ſhall be my miſtreſs—the 
honeſt peaſant's wives ſhall point at you as you 
walk in the ſtreets —Gnaſh your teeth—ſcatter 
fire and deſtruction from your eyes—a woman's 
rage delights me; it makes you more handſome 
more deſirable. Come, this reſiſtance will adorn 
my triumph, and ſeaſon my voluptuouſneſs with 
forced embraces, Come to the altar! This mo- 


—— | 97 
ment ſhalt thou go with me. [ Going to drag her 


away.) 


 AMELIAs 
| [ Falls on his neck. 

Pardon me, Francis As he ir going to embrace 
her, ſhe ſnatches the ſword from his fide, and fiefes 
back haſtily.) Look, villain, what I can now make 
of thee II am a woman, but an exaſperated 
woman. If thou dareſt approach me, this ſteel 
ſhall pierce thy boſom, while the ſpirit of my un- 
cle ſhall direct my hand. n Tom's this place! 

: | AMBLIA, 

Ah! all is well with me again | IS I can 
breathe freely. I feel myſelf frrong as the fire- - 
breathing courſer—as the tigreſs purſuing the 
deſperate robber that has deprived her of her 
young. © To a cloiſter!” ſaid he.—Thanks-for 
this happy diſcovery. Now has, diſappointed 
love found a ſanftuary—a cloiſter is the ſanctuary 
of diſappointed love. [ Exit. 


* 10 
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SCENE II. 
Lie Banks of the Danube. 


- [The RoBBERs lying down ion an Eminence under 
the Trees, their Horſes feeding on the Hill.]! 
| Mook. OO 
Here I muſt remain. ¶ Throws himſelf on the 
ground.) My limbs, how wearied ! my tongue, 
how parched! I would fain aſk 'yoii to fetch 
me a draught of water from that ſtream, but you 
are all faint to death. [SeuWEIZER has wnh- 
drawn unobſerved during Mc ook's 7 freech, to e = 
Jome water. 
GRIMM. 
The wine too in our pouches is all gone, 
How gloriouſly the ſun ſets yonder! OV 
MOOR. bs: 
[With energy and animation.) 
Thus dies a hero, worthy of adoration! 
GRIMM. 
You ſeem deeply moved. 


MOOR. 
When I was a boy, it was the favourite wiſh 
of my heart to live like him—to die like him. 
[Muck agitated.) It was a boyiſh notion. 
_ GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 


I hope ſo. 
MOOR, * 
[ Draws his hat over his face.] 
There was a time—Leave me, comrades! - 
GRIMM. 
Moor! Moor! What the devil How he 
changes colour 
RAZMAN. | 
All the devils in hell! What's the matter with 
him ? Is he ill? | 
Moon. | 
There was a time I could not ſleep if I had 
forgot my n prayers. 


GRIMM. | | 
Are you mad? Will you ſuffer Po to be 
tutored by your boyiſh years? 


MOOR. 


[ Lays his hand upon Grimm's breaft 0 
Brother! Brother 


nN. 
How ! Don't be a child, I entreat the. 


, = Moo. 
1 would I were a child again! 
GRIMM. 


pie Fie! Recover thyſelf! ! Behold | ths 
romantic ** lovely evening 


| H 2 MOOR. 
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Ah, friends this world is ſo beautiful? 
INN. 
That was well ſpoken. 
MOOR. 
This earth ſo charming! 
GRIMM. 
Right, right; I like to hear you. 


| MOOR. 1 

And I ſo deformed in this beauteous world! 
And I a monſter upon this delightful- earth! 
[ Falling backwards, ]—The loſt ſon! 


GRIMM, 
Oh, miſery | miſery ! 1 


MOOR. 
My innocence ! my innocence | Behold, every 
thing around 1s gay, and enjoying the reviving 
breath of ſpring. Why do I alone inhale the 
blaſt of hell in this bliſsfy] heaven ?—All ſeems 
happy ! The ſpirit of peace pervades and con- 
neQts all! The whole world is but one family 
with one father. —But alas 44 a father to me! 
I alone am the rejected, the loſt ſon! I alone 
am ſingled out from the kingdom of the righ- 
teous¶Vilaly farting back. —Hedged in by 
murderers—hifſed at by add to 
vice with chains of iron | 


; 


RAZMAN. 
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RAZ MAN. 


[ To the others.) 
wan I never ſaw him ſo before. 


"MOOR, - 
With grief. Y 
O that I could return into my mothet's womb! 
that I were born a beggar! No, I ſhould wiſh 
nothing more Ob, heaven! that I were as 
yon. day- labourer | | Oh, 1 would toil. till the 
blood ſhould trickle down from my temples—to 


da £43 


heart-felt delight of one fingle ter! ., -. 
GRIMM. 8 
. [To the ur lers. 
Patience f The N is  ſubſicing already.” 
MOOR. 


There was a time when they flowed fo hed? 
from me,—Oh, days of peace My father 4 565 
tle—and ye green romantic vales! Ot Ehfan 
ſcenes of my paſt days! never will you return 
never return to cool. my . agonizing boſom with, | 
your balmy breath !|—Nature, mourn with me ! 


They will never return never will they coof this 
burning boſom Agr] gone Irrecoverghly. 

: gonef * | | F 
oy 91 iD 1 
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SCENE III. 


[The FOREGOING. SCHWEIZER, Who comes 
back with water in his hat.] 


SCHWEIZER. | 
Drink, captain. Here is water in plenty, and 
as cold as ice. | | 
GRIMM. | 
You bleed. What have you been doing? 


SCHWEIZER, 
'Tis nothing —a mere jeſt—though it might have 
coſt me both my legs and my neck. As I 
was running along the bank of a river, the 
ground gave way under my feet, and I tumbled 
headlong down a precipice ten yards deep. There 
I lay, and when I began to put my five ſenſes in 
order again, I ſpied ſome of the cleareſt water in 
the gravel I ever beheld, Enough for this trip, 

thought I, it will be refreſhing t to my captain. 


Mook. 
[Gives him back his hat, and wihes his fie] 
Why, one can hardly perceive the ſcars which 
the Bohemian cavalry gave you in the face. 
Thy water was good, Schweizer—Thoſe cuts 
become you well. 
| SCHWEIZER, 
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SCHWEIZER, 
Pho ! there is ſtill room for thirty more . 


M QOR. 8 

Ves, comrades, it was a hot evening, and but 
one friend loſt to me. My Roller died a noble 
death. They would place a marble ſtone over 
his remains, if he had not died for me. But let 
us be ſatisſied.¶ He wifes his eyes.] How many 
were there of the enemy who were left dead 
upon the field,? mat 216 

SCHWEIZER. 

Sixty huſſars, ninety-three dragoons, about 

forty rifle-men : two hundred in all. 
| | MOOR. |. _ 

Two hundred for one Every one has a claim 
upon this head. —| He uncovers his head. ] Here I 
lift up, my dagger! as my ſoul liveth, | never will 
forſake you. 

SCHWEIZER. 

Don't ſwear! Perhaps you may ſtill be happy, 
and repent of — 7 
MOOR. 

By the bones of my loſt Roller, I never vin 
abandon you! 33 


| SCENE 
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| * 


SCENE IV. 


[The FOREGOING. Enter KosINSKY.] 


| KOSINSKY. [ To imſelf. 
. Hereabout, they fay, I ſhall find him.— Ha! 


Holla! What faces are thoſe? What if theſe. 
are them !—I will ſpeak to them, 


GRIMM. 
Take heed—Who comes here ? 


KOSINSKY, 
Gentlemen, pardon me! I don't know if I 
am right or not? | 
MOOR. 
And who muſt we be if you are right? 


KOSINSKY, 
Men. 
| SCHWEIZER. 
Have we ſhewn ourſelves ſo, captain ? 


KOSINSKY. | 
I ſeek men who ſtare death in the face, and 
let dangers play around them like tame ſnakes; 
who value liberty more than life and honour— 
whoſe bare name is welcome to the poor and 
oppreſſed—who make the valiant fly, and tyrants 
turn pale. 
9 SCHWEIZER, 


A TRAGEDY. 


SCHWEIZER. 


| Za the captain.) | 4 
The fellow pleaſes me.—Hark ye, my Sind, 
you have found your men. | 


KOSINSKY. | 

I think ſo, and I hope my brothers. Then 

ſhow me the man I am looking for: I want your 
— the great Count Moor. 


© SCHWEIZER: 
Gives him his hand with warmth. 10 
My dear boy, we ſhall ſoon become brothers. 
MOOR. 
[Coming nearer] 
Do you know the captain, then? 
6 KOSINSKY. | 

Thou art he Who ſees that countenance need 
look no farther—[ Fixes his eyes a long while on him.] 
I always have deſired to behold the man with the 
look that threatened deſtruction, as if he ſat on 
the ruins of Carthage —Now I am at ſatis- 
fied. 

SCHWEIZER. 


A brave fellow! e 


| MOOR. 
And what brings you to me ? 
KOSINSKY. 


Oh, captain! my more than cruel fate 4 
have been ſhipwreckedon the tumultuous ocean of 


this 


a 
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this world, have ſeen all the hopes of my life 
periſh, and nothing now remains to me but the 
honour of reflecting on what is paſt ; which re- 
collection were I to encourage it, would drive 
me mad, but I try to drown it in other deeds. 


MOOR. 
Another outcaſt of mankind But go on. 


K OSINSKY. 42179 

I became a ſoldier. - There alſo misfortune per- 

ſecuted me. I ventured. a voyage to the Eaſt 

Indies; my veſſel ſtruck upon the rocks—nothing 

but fruſtrated hopes! At laſt I heard of your 

valiant deeds—deeds of murder and rapine, as 

they were called, and J came directly -hither, 

though more than two hundred miles, with the 

determination to ſerve under you. I entreat you 

accept my ſervices—Worthy captain, do not re- 

ject me. | OG 

SCHWEIZER. 

[ Starting uf. | | 

Huzza! huzza! Then our Roller is made 

good again ten- fold. An excellent companion * 
for our band. 

MOOR, 

What is your name? 


KOSINSK Yo 


Koſinſky. 


cumpanion, literally, Murder- Brother. 1 996 
MOOR. 


"3 WE 
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MOOR, | 

| How? Koſinſky? Do you know that you are 

a thoughtleſs boy, and are taking the moſt deci-, 

ſive ſtep in your life with no more conſideration 

than a fooliſh maiden? — You will not here amuſe 

yourſelf with ſhuttle-cocks or nine-pins, as you 
may fancy perhaps. | 

KOSINSKY, 

I know what you would ſay —Although I — 
not yet ſeen four: and- twenty ſummers, yet have 
I beheld ſhining ſwords, and heard cannon balls, 
whiſtle about my ears, , 

MOOR. | 

Indeed, young gentleman! And have you 
learnt the art of fencing only, to ſtrike poor tra- 
vellers to the ground for a rix-dollar, or murder 
helpleſs women? Go, go! You have run away 
from your nurſe, becauſe ſhe threatened you 
with the rod. 

| SCHWEIZER, 
What the Devil, captain! what are you think- 


ing of? Will you fend away this Hercules? 


Does he not look exactly as if he would drive the 
great Alexander over the Ganges with a — 


ſpoon ? 


MOOR. 

Becauſe your idle ſchemes miſcarried, you 
come here, and would turn villain! aſſaſſin 
Murder! 3 do you underſtand that word 
aright? 
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aright? You might ſleep in quiet had you beat 
to the ground a few poppies, but to bear a _- 
der on your ſoul !— wits 


KOSINSKY. | 
| T will freely anſwer for every murder that 
you bid me commit. 
MOOR. | 
What? Are you ſo forward? Will you take 
upon yourſelf to betray a man by flattery? How 
do you know that I have no frightfal dreams, 
or that I ſhall not turn pale upon my death-bed ? 
What have you already done, that has made yot! 
think thus lightly of what you have to anſwer for? 


KOSINSK x. 
In truth very little as yet. But conſider the 
long journey I have made in ſearch of you, 
noble Count 


MOOR. 

Has your tutor put into your hands the ay 
of Robin Hood ? The fooliſh ſcoundrels ought 
to be chained to the gallies who have thus 
heated your boyiſh fancy, and infected you with 
the mad defire of becoming a hero. Are you 
pleaſed with the thought of a great and honour? 
able name. Will you purchaſe immortality 
amongſt murderers and incendiaries? Remem- 
ber this, infatuated youth! no laurels bloom far 
incendiaries—for banditti—their victories are 
attended 


t 


_— 2 23 
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attended with no triumphs—but with curſes, 
dangers, death, . you e an 
II, er 27 3790 


" $SPIEGELBERG. | | 
15 walking up and alle — ok 
How ſtupid! How unpardonably ſtupid! 
That's not the way: I have Oy better with 
my recruits.” | ; minl....! 0/4 


KOSINSKY. 2 
What ſhall he Jer, who does not * 


death? 


MOOR, | 

Bravo! excellent! Vou have aQted your part 
well in the ſchools—you have learnt your Seneca 
by rote in a maſterly ſtyle. —But, dear friend, 
with theſe ſentences you will never ſaoth ſuffer- 
ing nature with theſe you will never blunt the 


arrows of pain. Conſider well, my ſon.¶ He 


takes hold of lit land. — Reflect, I adviſe you 
as a father. Learn firſt to fathom the abyſs 
before you leap into it. If you know in this 
world of one ſingle remaining chance of hap- 
pineſs to graſp at—the moments may come 
when you' will awake—and then—it may be 
too late. Here you tread beyond the circle of 
humanity : you muſt either become a more 
exalted being, or you muſt become à devil. 


Once more, my ſon ! If but one ſpark of hope 
glimmers 


* 
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| glimmers for you elſewhere, leave this horrible 
band. Sometimes we may deceive ourſelyes—- 


believe me, we may fancy that to be fortitude 


of mind which in the end is nothing but de- 


ſpair.— Believe me, believe me! and leave us 
immediately. 8 


KOSINSKY, | 
No! From this place I will not move. If 
entreaties move you not, then hear the hiſtory of 
my woe — ou will yourſelf then force the dag- 
ger into my hand- you will Sit down upon 
the graſs, and liſten to me attentively, © 


MOOR, 15 
We will hear you. * 


KOSINSKY. 
Know then, I am a Bohemian nobleman; 15 
became, by the early death of my father, maſter 
of a lage domain. The country was a paradiſe, 
for it contained an angela female adorned with 
all the charms of blooming youth, and chaſte'as 
the light of heaven. Though to whom am I ſpeak- 


ing all this? To you it is but a paſſing ſound— 


you have never loved, you have never been had 
loved. "OY 
| 2184 oof 
SCHWEIZER. 


Soft, ſoftly ! ! Our N waxes red as fire, 
| 1 


8 « T @ 
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IN ' MOOR, | 9} 20 9AUl Das 
No more | I will hear it another time—to-mer- 
2 — _ or as ir as 1 * * 
| LOSINSET.. Nn Jo. 11% 901 
Blood! blood !—Lifſten ſtill farther! Blood, I 
tell you, will fill your whole ſoul.” She was of 


plebeian race, a German—But the fight. of her 


melted away, all the prejudices of noble. birth. 
She received the marriage ring with the moſt 
timid modeſty, and the day following was I to 
have led my Amelia to the altar. [ Moor farts up.] 
In the midſt. of this dream of  ineffable happi- 
neſs which awaited me, in the midſt of all 


the preparations for the nuptials, I was: ordered 


by an expreſs to attend at court. I went thither. 
They ſhewed me letters which I muſt have writ- 
ten, they ſaid, full of traitorous contents. I 
bluſhed at ſuch malice—They took my- ſword 
from me, dragged me to priſon—my ſenſes left 


© SCHWEIZER. | 
And ig, the 1 mean time—but 89 on. I ſmell 


the joke already. 


KOSINSKY. | 

There I had already remained one month, and 
knew not the cauſe of my impriſonment. I 
was anxious for my Amelia,- who I knew was in 


great trouble of mind on account of my fate, 


and 
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and ſuffered the pains of death every moment. 
At laſt the prime miniſter of the court came to 
me, congratulated me upon the diſcovery of; my 


innocence—with words ſweet as honey read me 
the letter of my liberation, and gave me back 
my ſword. Now, then, to fly in triumph to my 
caſtle—to fly into the arms of my Amelia 


She had vaniſhed. In the dead of night the 
had been carried off, no one knew where, 'and 
ſince that moment had been ſeen no more. This 


account ſtruck me like a thunderbolt. I flew to 


the town, approached the court with ſecreſy—— 


all eyes were rivetted upon me—nobody would 
give me any information. - At laſt I ſpied her 
through a ſecret lattice of the palace—ſhe begs 


me down a ſmall billet. 


| SCHWEIZER. 

Did I not ſay ſo? 

KOSINSKY. 

Hell and deſtruction! The contents—they 
gave her the choice, whether ſhe would ſee 
me die, or become the miſtreſs of the Prince. 
In the ſtruggle between honour and love, ſhe 
conſented to the _— and—{/aughing)—1=—-was 


ſaved. 


Ss 4p $24 

; k:& is * 

SCHWEIZER, — 2 * 14 

What did you upon this? : 


KOSINSKT 


nt. 


8 


218A 
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KosixSK . 
4 ſtood as one ſtruck. with a thouſand terrors.— 
Blood was my firſt, Blood my laſt thought! 
Foaming with rage I returned home, ſeized, a 
three-edged ſword, and hurried to the miniſter's 
houſe, for he only could have been the diabo- 
lical pander. They muſt have perceived me from 
the window, for when I ran up ſtairs, all the 
rooms were locked. I ſearched—enquired—the 


anſwer was, that he was gone to the Prince. I 


made the beſt of my way -thither—they; knew 
nothing about him. [I returned, burſt open his 
door, found him, , would have—but there ſprung 
upon me from behind five or ſix footmen, and 
wrenched the weapon from my hands. 


SCHWEIZER, 
[Stamping violentiy.] 
And he had nothing for his pains, while you 
came back exactly as you went? 


kOSI NSX T. 

I was apprehended, accuſed, proceeded againſt 
as a criminal, ſentenced—only to be diſgraced— 
through particular favour. Mark that—diſgrac- 
ed and baniſhed the territories. My eſtates fell 
to the miniſter as a reward, my Amelia remains 
in the jaws of the tyger, ſighs and moans away 
her life, while my revenge muſt faſt, and cringe 
beneath the yoke of deſpotiſm. 1 

I $euWELZER. 
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SCHWEIZER. 
[ Riſing, and ſharpening his ſword.) | 
This is water for our mill, captain! There is 
ſome buſineſs here for the incendiaries. 
MOOR | 
[Who till now had been walking up aud down in ter. 
rible agitation, quickly to the Robbers.] 
I muſt ſee her !—Up!—prepare.—Y ou remain 
with us, Koſinſky—Prepare to march without delay. 
| ROBBERS. * 
Whither? Where? 


MOOR. 

Where? Who afks that queſtion? | Frergely 
ts Schweizer.) —Traitor? Wilt thou keep me 
back? Never—but in my hopes of heaven! 

> SCHWEIZER, | 
[ a traitor !—Go to hell, and I will follow you. , 


MOOR. 
Falls tion his neck.] | 
Kind ſoul! Thou art indeed faithful to me. 
e She weeps, ſhe moans away her life. Off 
Quick! All! towards Franconia! In eight days 
we mult be there. | 


Exeunt omnes. 


3.45 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 


A Gallery in Moor's Caſtle. 


(CHARLES DE Mook in diſguiſe, under the name 
of CounT BRAND, Handing with AMELIA be- 
fore a fticture; the habit of a Nun lying upon the 
table.] | 


MOOR. 
[Much 1 
An excellent man! 


| AMELIA. 
Count Brand ſeems to feel much intereſted in 


that portrait. 


MOOR. | 
[Viewing it with great emotion.] 

Oh! a moſt excellent man—a godlike man! 
And is he indeed dead? | 
- AMELIA. 4-3 

Dead—as all our beſt friends pad gently tak- 
ing his hand.]—Coudtt, "there i is no ſuch thing as 


complete happineſs in this world. | 
12 MOOR, 


. 


_ 
- 


* 
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MOOR. 
Very true—very true.—But have you alreagy 
had ſuch dreadful experience? You cannot yet 
have ſeen two-and-twenty ſummers. 


1 AMELIA. 
= Yes, I have had ſuch experience—all live but 
1 to die in ſorrow. We toil for no other end—we 
bs intereſt ourſelves for no other purpoſe than that 
2 which we are to loſe again with regret. 

BY | | MOOR. | 
| = [Looking on her ftedfaftly.] 
ol. Have you already had any loſs that thus afflicts 
'l you? 
. AMELIA. 


I have loſt all. —No—no, nothing. 


MOOR. 
+ will you learn to forget your loſs in that 
habit ? 
AMELIA. 


To-morrow, I hope.—Shall we paſs on, Count? 


MOOR, 
Why. in ſuch hafte?—Whoſe picture 1s that 
on the right-hand ? It ſeems to be an unfortu- 
nate countenance. 


1 | AMELIA, | | 
14 | That picture on the left hand i is the fo of the 


count, the preſent lord. EY 


7 4 " 
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$37 . MOOR. Yi 4-rro1Dtf5 

The only ſan? wot pitt |! A295 

. aun f Als! Vil * 

Paſs on—paſs ond ery bog alin) vod: ot 

But that picture on the right-t hand 

mere t 9) IG * 

Will you not walk in the denen * 
MOOR, 8 


But that picture on the cithand?® voi | 
weep, Amelia Amelia goes out preciftately. 


SCENE II. 
MooR. . [ Alone.) | 
She loves me! She loves me! The tears 
that ſteal down her cheeks betray her! She loves 
me! Is not this the ſopha on which I hung with 


rapture upon her neck? Are not theſe my father's 
apartments? The golden ſummer of my child» 


hood reviſits my - miſerable ſoul—Here thou 
ſhouldſt have been, a great a wealthy+an en- 
vied man. Here thou ſhouldſt have lived over 
again thy i Ee in Amelia's blooming 

4 | children | 


b 


J have ſeen before in that wild ſun- burnt counte- 
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children—Here the idol of thy happy depen- 
dents—No ! I return to my miſery.—Dear abode 
of my father, farewell! Once thou didſt foſter 
the boy Charles, and the boy Charles was hap- 
py—Now thou doſt behold him a man, and he 
is in deſpair, —[He turns quickly to the fartheft end 
of the ſtage, where he ſtops ſuddenly, in deep ſorrow.) 
Never more to ſee her Not one more farewell 
—not one kiſs from her ſweet lips! No! yet 
once more I muſt ſee her—embrace her, though 
it overwhelm me! I muſt once more ſip the 
intoxicating draught of extaſy, and then away— 
as far as ocean can waft me, and deſpair hurry 


me. | [ Exit, 


4 


SCENE III. 


FRANCIS MOOR, 
In deefe thought.| 
Away thou horrid ſpectre! away - Cowardly 
fool! at what doſt thou tremble? and at whom? 
During the few hours that Count Brand has 
paſſed within my walls, I have felt as if ſome 
ſpy of hell were conſtantly at my heels. Me- 
thinks I ought to know him! There is ſomething 
in him that is great and noble—ſomething that 


nance— 


a 7 
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nance ſomething that makes me ſhudder.¶ He 
walks i and down—at laſt rings the bell. — Holla 
Francis! beware! behind thee lurks ſome ſe- 


cret monſter, big with deſtruction 


SCENE IV. 
[ The FOREGOING. Enter Dax TEL.] 


DANIEL. 
What are your commands, my lord? 


| FRANCIS. 
[ After having looked at him fledfaſtly for ſome time.) 
Nothing! Begone. Fill me a glaſs of wine— 


be quick. [Exit DANIEL. 


3 
SCENE V. 


© FRANCIS, 

Upon my life the fellow will confeſs if I tor- 
ture him on the rack. I will fix my eyes ſteadily 
upon him, till his palid cheek ſhall betray his ſe- 
cret conſcience.—[ He aud before the frortrait of 
Charles, examining it, |—His long gooſe-neck—his 

| black 
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black buſhy eyebrows—his fire-darting' eyes 
[Suddenly ftrinking back.) —All-fearful hell, doſt 
thou inſpire me with the Ea "_ 
* This is Charles N 


SCENE VI. 
[Enter DANIEL with N 


FRANCIS. 
Set it down—Look me ſtedfaſtly in the fack'!— 
How your knees ſhake! How you 'tremble !— 
Confeſs, old man What have you done? 


DANIEL. 
Nothing, as God lives—By my poor foul, no- 
— 


FRANCIS, 
Drink this wine. What, you heſitate ?+ Come! 
quick! What have you put in the wine? 


DANIEL. 


God help me!—What ſhould I put in FR 
wine ? | 0 
FRANCIS. | oy 

You have mixed Poiſon with the wine. oy 
you not as white as ſnow? Confeſs! confeſs! 
who gave it you? Did not the Count f'—The 


| Count gave it you? 


DANIEL. 


g 
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Dax IE. 
The Count?) t Maria! | The Count has 
SER: bel tun 9dt odr 
5 hers! FRANCIS. tov oo, : vhs. 
48 {My [ Seizes. him roughly. 405 | 

I will throttle you, you hoary liar! Nothing! 
what are you plotting? He, you, and Amelia, 
what are you for ever whiſpering about together? 
Does ſhe not caſt more forward glances upon that 
fellow than ſhe. is ever wont to do on other men? 
Did I not ſee, as ſhe wept, ſome ſtolen tears fall 
into the wine? Did he not ſwallow them down 
as greedily as if he would have deyoured the very 
glaſs?—Yes! 1 ſaw it—by the reflection from ſhe 
mirror, I ſaw it with my own eyes. 

DANIEL. 

The allwiſe God knows that I 2 not 

one able of all-you are ſaying. | 
| FRANCIS. 1 5 | 

Will you deny it?. Will you call 1 me $5 to. 
my face? What ſchemes of murder have you 
been plotting together to put me out of the 
world? Is it not ſo? Jo cut my throat in ſhav- 
ing me? To poiſon my wine or my chocolate ?— 
Out with it! or to ſend me to eternal fleep. at 
ſupper. Out with it this inſtant! I will know | 
all. 


14 


of DANIEL, |. be 
80 help me God, in my laſt dying moments, I 
tell N but the truth. 
| FRANCIS, 
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FRANCIS. 

For once I will pardon you. ut you 40 not 
ſpeak the truth. Did he not put money in your 
purſe? He preſſed your hand harder than he 
need have done? As affectionately as one is 
wont to preſs that of an old friend? 1 


. | DANIEL. 
No, never, my maſter 
FRANCIS. 7 

He told you, for inſtance, that he already knew 
ſomething about you—that indeed you ought 
almoſt to know him—that at ſome future time the 
miſt would fall from your eyes—that—What? 
Did he never utter one word of this Kine to ou 

DANIEL. | 

Not the ſmalleſt hint. 

FRANCIS. ITY 

That he would revenge himſelf would re- 
venge himſelf in a horrible manner ? 

DANIEL. 

Not a ſyllable of it. 

FRANCIS. 

What | nothing at all? Recolle& oll 
that he knew the old lord very well that he 
loved him loved him from his ſoul—loved him 
as aſon! 


=— 
1 


DANIEL. 
Something of this 1 remember to o have heard 


from him. 
FRANETs. 


it A nn 222 
Indeed l indes,, Hias he n that TID 
A hagen yaw; gd mike of 
| bens amt 155 bad li gran 
No, he dich not ſeß at- re e ene 1 
ducted him round the gallery, I ſtood liſtening 
at the door—he ſtopped ſuddenly before the pic- 
ture of our poor deceaſed maſter, as if truck by 
lightning. The lady pointed to it, and ſaid— 
ow hc excellent man 125 Ves, an excellent 
he roles: then wiped his eyes. 2 


FRANCIS. © 
1 0 —Go! run! fly.! Fetch Herman hither, 
n | wot; 1 [Exit DANIEL: 
a da Yard 
FRANCIS. | 


'Tis clear as day. Tis Charles lie will 
come and ſay, Where is my inheritance ? Have / 
I for this toiled away my nights? Have I for | 
this removed mountains, and filled up vallies? - 5. A 

Have I. for, this become a rebel ta all the _ f 
inſtinkts of humanity, that at laſt this wretched 
vagabond ,ſhould thus ſtumble into a diſcovery 
of all my deep-laid plans? Softly, ſoftly! There 

ATT | now 
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now remains nothing but eaſy: work —a little 
trifling murder. He is a bungler that brings his 

work only half way to perfection, and then 

leaves it, and idly ſtares about, and knows not 
how to finiſh what he has . Ac 


sSckNE VII. 
Rue, HERMAN.] 


FRANCIS. 
Ha! Welcome my Eurypylus ! 'the bold and 
active hero in all my plans! 


HERMAN. 
[ Short and fieevi/lly.] 
Did you want me, Count ? 


FRANCIS. 
That you may * the laſt hand to your maſter- 
piece 


| HERMAN. Grumbling. ] 


Indeed 
| FRANCIS, 4 7 
The laſt ſtroke of the pencil to the pidture., 5 
* | HERMAN. "We 
Axe? Wa 


19 9 
I } * =>. „ , 


FRANCIS. 
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> 1 BRANCH8.| Starts. Hic "1Si1 
Shall I order the carriage? We can „ 
explain things farther in the courſe of an airing. 
_ HERMAN: [SGH !! 
There is no occaſion to give yourſelf that trou- 
ble—As to what we may have to. ſettle today, 
this foot of ground is ſufficient. I could perhaps 
premiſe a word or two that would conſiderably 
* your lungs afterwards. 
| FRANCIS. e 
Abl and what is that? 


HERMAN. ( Tintingh J's 
Thou ſhalt have Amelia—have her from . 


hand.“ 
FRANCIS, Auna 


Herm b 


| HERMAN. | 
[In ih; ſame tone, turning his back to Frag. '= 
Amelia is the ſport of my will—you can eaſily 
imagine—lIn ſhort, all goes exactly to our wiſhes ! 
(breaking out into an enraged laugh—then turning 
indignantly to ' Francis. 1" Wt late a to ſuy to 


Count Moor? 5 11 N88 wo, © 
7 "FRANCIS. ated Kolb ee 
Nothing to 0 your—b ſent'for Herman. 2 mis 

/ HERMAN. > 8 


© 


No muffing Wyy am I ordered * re. 


besten duped, and to WY the ladder for the 
KS thief I 


% 
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thief? To hire myſelf to a e for a il. 
_—_ it not ſo? W665 41 1:50 1 Has 
FRANCS. | #460107 obeſe 
([ ceeming to recollect humfelf. | 
Ves true] But let us not forget the pfin- 
cipal buſineſs My chamberlain has probably al. 


ready hinted to you, that I only wiſhed to hear 


what you thought concerning the dowry. e 
HERMAN, . 10 gs 

I believe you mock me, or worſe, for it is 
worſe if it is not mockery. Moor, take heed. — 
Do not exaſperate me, Moor. We are alone. 
I have beſides this another account to; ſettle with 
you. Truſt not the devil that you yourſelf have 


raiſed, | 
' FRANCIS, Urin Habs] "OY 
Is this your behaviour to your lord and maſter: ? 
—Tremble, ſlave ! ' 
HERMAN. os 1. 
[ith indignant jrony.] Y We, 
But not at your diſpleaſure.— What is your 
diſpleaſure to the man who is at war with himſelf. 
Shame, Moor! I hate the villain in you already— ' 
Do not make me laugh at the fool too. I can 
open graves, and call the dead to life, —Who is. 


now the ſlave ? g 


p p a * 
4815 *F TT. : E- < 
* 4 *. 9 1 * « U ; WF 2 
by - 


41 2:05 07 Dus 900 banners 
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PRAN CIS. 
\ [Fery ſubmiſſively.}- 1 * 
Friend, be diſcreet—be not thus ae. 
n nee 
Silence ! Curſes ate here the debe 
and treachery the beſt faith. Faith! to whom? 


to an eternal liar.—Oh ! I tremble at the idea of 


ſuch a faith, if a little portion of unfaithfulneſs 
had at that time made a ſaint of me.— But ſtay. 
Patience, eee Revenge is n 
©. PRANCIS: "4 
True, true! I remember you loſt a purſe not 
long ago of a hundred /ouis d'ors in this room. 
[ had almoſt forgotten it. Take it back; friend, 
it is your own.—| Forces a purſe upon him. | 
HERMAN. | 
| Throws it ſcornfully at his fert.) 


Curſe upon this Iſcariot- money! It is the 


earneſt money of hell. Vou have once before 
thought of making my poverty a pander to my 
heart, but you are miſtaken, Count, egregiouſſy 
miſtaken: your former purſe of money came op- 
portunely eee helped me to maintain ſome 


poop | 
FRANCIS, en! 


Herman Herman! Let me not fancy certain 
things of you. If you did more than you ought 
to do, you were execrable, Herman ! _ 


"ſe 


HERMAN. 
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HERMAN: [ Exultingly.] 
Were I? were J, indeed? Well then, I will 
give you information, Count-—[Significantly.] 
"Tis true, 1- fatten upon your infamy ; it is my 
feaſt. Sometime or other I will ſerve it,up.for a 
banquet that the world ſhall partake, of- 
a malicious ſmile|—Y ou; underſtand mę, I hope, 
my ſovereign, my gracious lord and maſter !. ,--/, 
FRANCIS. et ad 
| [Starts up confuſed. ! 

Ha! Perfidious wretch! Fooliſh gameſter 
[/riking his fore lead. to let my fortune depend 
on the caprice of a ſwindler | That was madneſs! 
[ Throws himſelf into an arm chair. | 

HERMAN. 
[With an air of indifference. 
Ah! Thou art ſhrewd |. thou art-cunning! 

FRANCIS. | Peeviſily!]½“ 
Then it is but too—too: true! Theres ho 
finely-woven web under the fun that ſnaps ſo 
ſuddenly aſunder as the bands of wee 


ux N 
Softly! | ſoftly | Have angels then ceaſed ME | 
© ralize, that d ſhould begin? N 
FRANCIS. | 
[Ries quickly, then turns to HERMAN with a we. 
lighant laugh. 8 


And this diſcovery will do fome people ach 
credit! 


HERMAN. 


ar ww. = 
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RERM AN. 
Clapping his hands. 
Maſterly! Incomparable! You play your 
game admirably! firſt to drag the poor credulous 
fool into the ſnare, and then cry, Woe to you, 
ſinner |—[/aughing.]—Oh, how theſe Belzebubs 
refine M unt Clapping him on the ſhoulder.) — 
We have not yet learnt your lefſon.—By heavens! 
you muſt firſt hear what the loſer hazards.— 
Fire into the powder-magazine,” cries the pi- 
nabe PR and oh into the air with ond and foe!” 
| "FRANCIS. © | 
[Goes Juddenly fo the wall, and ſeizes a fot.) 


Here is treachery, deliberate eachery q 

” HERMAN. | 

[ Takes one from his hocker, and preſents it to him.) 

Give yourlelf no trouble, In that caſe I. am 
provided too. 

FRANCIS. ., 
[Lets the þiftol fall, and throws himſelf into his arm 
33 
Only forbear till [—have thought alittle more! 
{4 HERMAN», 

Tin you have hired a dozen aſſaſſins to filenee 
my tongue for ever? Is it not ſo ? - But In 4: 
ear. the ſecret is in ane agg my heirs will 
disco omas! we Lit. " 

| # | W kt. Un 


K SCENE | 
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SCENE IX. 

FRANCIS. [Rifing.] S * : 

Francis! Francis! What was that ? What 
has become of all thy courage, thy 'once ready 
wit? Alas! how truly wretched am I! My 
creatures too betray me. The pillars of my for- 
tune begin to give way, and the avenging foe 
breaks in. Well! my ſituation demands ſome bold 
determination! How ? If I myſelf did it—ſe- 
cretly plunged the ſword into his body,-A 
wounded man can make but a weak reſiſtance 
I will venture it—[ He walks haſtily to the back of 
the flage, but ſuddenly flops in great agitation. |—— 
Who creeps behind me? [turning his eyes horri- 
bly, |—Countenances ſuch as I never beheld— 
ſhrill voices—Courage I have, ſurely—Courage 
like a But if a glaſs ſhould betray me to 
myſelf? or my ſhadow? or the whiſtling of the 
wind, or the ſhadow. of my murderous geſture ?— 
Where! where! My hair ſtands ere--my 
knees knock againſt each other He lets the day- 
ger fall from under his coat.) I am not-a coward— 
my heart 4s too tender—Yes! ſo it is! Tis the 
| laſt 


Abr 1881 


muſt be 'a monſter to lay hands on my only bro- 
ther No] no! no that is too much -I will 
honour theſe remains of humanity within me 


nature. —I ſtill feel ſomething 3 reſembles 
natural aſſection. Let him live! | [A. 


1 


"TE 


5 

4 - 

* SCENE X. 

L by 

| A Garden. © 

; [AMEL1A' alone in an Arbour, to which ſeveral Aue- 
£ nues lead.) 

s 114 | 
| Thou weepeſt, Amelia!” And he ſpoke 

it with ſuch emphaſis—with ſuch expreſſion. 

: It ſeemed to recal the days of my youth—the 
k golden ſpring of love bloſſomed in his words— 


| the nightingale warbled, the flowers bloomed _ 


| all around, as when loſt in happineſs I ruſhed 
into his arms. Surely, if the ſpirits of the de- 
parted ever walk among us, this ſtranger is the 
angel-ſpirit of my Charles. Seeſt thou, falſe, 
faithleſs heart, how cunningly thou palliateſt thy 
perjury No no! Away from my foul, im- 

K2. pious 


laſt convulſion of dying virtue admire it! 


I will not murder hint—thou haſt triumphed,” 


* 
— 
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pious thought! away ye treacherous wishes 


In the boſom where Charles lies buried mall 


no mertal repoſe. Let yet! Why are m 
thoughts directed ſo perpetually, ſo powerfully 


towardsithris ſtranger? Melted -immerſed in the 
image of my only one? Thou weepeſt, Ame 


lia!“ Ha! Fly! fly't to-morrow I am a-faint! 
Se riſes.] Saint Poor heart! what a Word 
was that! Once: it played on my ear ſo ſweetly— 
Now, now! thou haſt acted the hypocrite, my 
heart! Thou waſt wont to perſuade me it was 
victory! Diſſembling heart! it was- deſpair 
[ She fits down on a bench, aud hides her face.] 


[ 


SCEN = Xl. 


© 4 1 ; w * 


„Auen Hanwax ert an gien. 


4 


| HERMAN: To ue, 


10 is begun—— Now let the flora rage ap 
though it ſhould reach my/own' wo 
he Amelia! ag Amelia! i461 


= - AMELIA. : 7 5 oh 140 
M1 [Straits back}: 


Some - fy. —What are 18 faking here pl 1 


FR HERMAN, 


* 
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HERMAN. 


1 W news curious, laughable, . 


news. If you are diſpoſed to forgive offences, 
you ſhall hear wonders: 72 


aaa, 
Thave to > memory for bene 880d mie this 
! 
ne | N Qtr [19 a 
8 _ HERMAN, 


Do you not bewail 4 lover: ae 
N vn 
AMELIA. 
[ Looks at him attentiueſy. I/ 11 
I am the child of misfortune. —But what mo- 
tives have you in aſking this queſtion? 
HERMAN. i (156. 
[ In a low voice.) 
Hatred and love. CE EM bart 
| AMBLIA. Seoul. e 
Can any one then love i in this 2 


pk HERMAN... 3 
x1 © [Wildy hooking around him. 1 hi * 15 
'To diſtraktion Did not an uncle of yo | { Yours u 
die ſome little time ago? 
| AMEL1A. | Tender.) 

A father—He loved me like his only daughter. 
"HERMAN., ; 


They live. (Roſie — CE PEN 


ay os — 


- — — — 


1 — — — - OI — 
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SCENE XII. 
Enter CHARLES Moon through oe 


AMELIA. [Starting uf.) 
Charles, alive [She ruſhes efter HERMAN, * 
meets Charles.) OE 
MOOR. 
re in ſuch haſte, lady?” 


% 


- 


' AMELIA. 
[Starts back trembling. J. 
Earth fink under me — tis he! 


MOOR. | | | 

I come to take my leave of you. But, Oh y 
Heaven! in what agitation do I find Ty 

AMELIA. | 

Go, Count.—No, no, ſtay Oh happy had it 
been had you not come at this moment lad 
you never come. | 

MOOR. 

Should you have been n happy, then? Farewel, 

| Turns round quickly.] * 
Au ELTA. e Aim. 

For heaven's ſake, ſtay —I meant not ſo 
Vringing her hands.)—-Oh God! Why was it 
not ſo ?- Count! What has a poor orphan girl 
wot done 


— 
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done to you, that you ſhould make her perjure 
herſelf? What has love Jane to you, that you 
come to deſtroy love? 


MOR. 
| You kill me, lady. 


AMELIA- 

My heart was pure, till 1 beheld you—Oh 
that theſe eyes may become blind, that have 
made my heart thus perjured. — 


MOOR. _ 
On me—ori me this curſe ! My angel, your - 
eyes are guileleſs, your heart is innocent. 1 


| AMELIA. 

His countenance exaCttly—{ 4/fde] Count. 
| entreat you, turn that look away from me, it 
diſturbs my inmoſt ſoul. The traitreſs fancy - 
brings his very ſelf before my eyes —{afide]— 
Had you come to me in the form of a crocodile, 

it would have been better for me. 


MOOR. 


n a look exfireſfrve of the utmof unde Jl 
Lou ſpeak unjuſtly, maiden. 


AMELIA:; | Tenderly.] | 
And ſhould you prove falſe, Count? Should 
you mock my feeble heart?—Yet, how can falſe. __ 
bod dwell in an eye which reſembles , eye, as 
| it were its looking- Blas. — Ahl would it were 
ſo! 
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ſo! Happy ſhould I be were 1 obliged to hate 
you! Unfortunate; if I dare not love you. } 


MOOR: 
[ Preſſes her hand. lain to his I jor ] 


AMELIA. 
Your kiſſes burn like fire. 


MOOR. 
My ſoul burns in them. 


1 


AuELIA. | 
Go, go! there is yet time. Strong is the mind 
of man. Inſpire me with all your fortitude, Oh 
man of intrepid ſoul ! 99 85 


ö 
MOOR. 


* trembling makes the ſtrong weak. "Tis 
only here I live—| Hiding lis 5 face on her e 


and here will I die. | 


AMELIA. 
[Muck difturbed.} 


Be gone—leave me. — What have you done; 


Man?! — Away with your lips [Se, ſtruggles 
againſi his embraces. An impious flame creeps 
through my veins—| Tenderly and in tears. And 
why muſt you come from afar: to diſturb a love 
' which defied death ? I Sie preſſes him cloſe to 
her b:ſom. God forgive thee, young man. 


MOOR. 
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1 1 1 - - * 1 a 
rr 11 Nen ee 
f MOR. * noc 


„ eee ee e ele 
If the 4 of the ſoul 3 the: boch 
reſembles this To * excels all the Joys of 


me : 
AMELIA. [Swyowfally.|.- 


Henk! on this ſpot where you now ſtand, he 
has ſtood a thouſand times at her ſide, who in 
him forgot heaven and earth. Here his eye 
darted all around through exulting nature ;—he. 
ſeemed to feel her benignity,.. while ſhe in- 
creaſed in beauty under the eye of her Creator. 
Here he faſcinated the nightingales with hea- 
venly muſic—here from this buſh he gathered 
roſes—gathered them for me. Here, here he lay 
on my boſom, preſſed his burning lips to mine 
[ Moor embraces her with violent ardour—they mingle 
their kiſſes. He fangs in raſitures on her liis, and ſhe 
inks half fainting upon the ſeat. Punich me, 
Charles! my oath i is broken. 

. MOOR, 
[ Tears himſelf from her.] © 

What hell is it that opens for me? Am! not 
moſt happy ?—| Looks wildly upon her. E 

AMELIA. 
[ Looking upon her ring ie ftarts up 1 the LM ] 
| What! thou too here on the finger of the 
gvillybae? e Muſt thou be a witneſs how Amelia 


e 


D Literally, To die, is the maſter-piece of life. 
LIE ſports 


_ 
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ſports with perjury |!—Away with thee -I. 
tears the ring off her finger, and gives it to Charles.) 
Take it—take it, beloved ſeducer, and with it 
my moſt ſacred my all—my Charles !—{ She Ju 
back upon the ſeat.] 

Noon. 

[ Turning ſale. * 

Gracious God! this cannot be. It is the 
ſame— the very ring I myſelf gave her as the 
pledge of our union. — Away with thee, love? 1 
have my ring again. 
AMELIA. [With terror. ] 

Oh God! what is the matter with you? 
Your eyes roll wildly—your lips are pale — Oh 
miſery! Does the rapture of guilt then paſs 
away ſo quickly ! 3 


MOOR. ' 
[With fortitude.) | 

Nothing, nothing I Starting up.]—Still I am 

a man !—{ He pulls off his own ring, and futs it on 
Anmelia's finger.]—Here, take this—this ſweet 
fury of my heart, and with it my moſt ſacred— 
my all—-my Amelia. 

AMELIA. Rax OE ] 


Your Amelia! 
MOOR, 


[With tender emotion.) | 
Oh! ſhe was ſo beauteous, ſuch a lovely crea- 


ture, and faithful as an = She gave me this 
| diamond 
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diamond when I parted from her. I tos leg a 
ring with her to be the token of my fidelity. 
She heard I was dead, and remained faithful to 
the dead. Again ſhe heard I was living, and 
became faithful to the living. I flew into her 
arms—my extaſy was more than mortal—Feel 
the thunderbolt which ſtruck my heart, Amelia! 
„ 
diamond. 


AMELIA. 
[ Thenderfruck, be fred yn the pn] 
Strange! horribly ſtrange ! 
Noon. 3 
Moſt horrible 1- moſt ſtrange! Good child, 


much, very much has man to. man to learn before 
he knows the power above him, who laughs” at 


his oaths, and weeps over his egen 
My Amelia is a hapleſs girl. 


AMELIA. 
Hepbels for ſhe rejected vou. 

MOOR. | 4 
Hapleſs, in Eg 8 for two 


| reaſons. 


AMELIA. | 
[In a render but forromful tone.) 
Hapleſs indeed, deareſt maiden! She ſhall be 


my ſiſter. Hut there is = another and a better 


world. 


* Moon. 
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6 On. een 
Where all deceit vaniſhes, and love * no 
diſguiſe Eternity i is ĩts n Ann is 
a hapleſs maiden! | B 
| AMELIA. / e in 
[ Somewhat pecviſily.] n 
Are all hapleſs that love you, and are called 
Amelia? | 
MOOR. vii 
All, if they think to embrace an net and— 
find in their arms a den pes ann is a 
hapleſs maiden. 
AMELIA.' 
[With violent emotion.) | 
1 weep for her! 
- | | MOOR. 
[ Takes her hand, and holds the ring CLOS 
Then weep for yourſelf {finger ot. 


AMELIA. 
[ Recognizing the ring.57/ 
Charles! Charles! Oh heaven and earth — 
[ Sinks down—the ſcene cloſes. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


Ae 


he! uin 
A FoxESsT. MiDpnicurt. 


10116 pio | 


Au old Caſtle in the front of the ſlage. The band of 
RonneRs lying on the ground. SPIEGELBERG 


and RAZMAN enter into comp) el 
FF RAZMAN, 
1. grows ate, and the 9 is not returned 
yet. | 
SPIEGELBERG. 


A word in confidence, Razman,—Captain, do 
you ſay? Who has ſet him over us as captain? 
or has he not rather uſurped this title, which by 
right is mine? How! Do we for this riſk our 
lives upon the caſt of a die? Have e for this 
defied all the pale peſtilence of fate that in 
the end we may think ourſelves happy to be 
the bondſmen of a ſlave ?—the bondſmen who 
might be princes.—By beavens, Razman, this 


has never pleaſed med]!!! 
RAZMAN.., 
By the thunder! nor me.—But what's to be 
fe, | e 
SPIEGELBERG. * 


Do you ak me that queſtion gran  # 
you are the man I have always taken you for— 
* Razman 
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Razman They miſs him already - almoſt give him 
over for loſt. Razman—lt ſeems to me his fatal 
hour approaches. How ! Do you not ſpring.into 
the air when the clock of freedom ſtrikes. How! 
have you not for once courage enough to take a 
bold hint? 


 RAZMAN. 
Ah, Satan! in what would you entangl my 
foul ! 
SPIEGELBERG. 
Do you underſtand me?—Well, then follow. 
1 have obſerved the way he took come! Two 
piſtols ſeldom fail, and then 


SCHWEIZER. [ Starting un.] 

Ah! monſter! Full well you remind me of 
the Bohemian woods - Waſt thou not the 
coward who began to tremble when they called 
out—* The enemy advances?” I then curſed 
you in my ſoul. —To hell with you, aſſaſſin !- 
[ They draw their ſwords, and fight.] 


THE ROBBERS. | In alarm.] 


Murder! murder nc 


force them aſunder ! 


SCHWEIZER .. 

[Stabs Spiegelberg.) 
There! die like a dog !—Peace, comrades— _ 
Don't be alarmed at this hare-hunt.— The wretch 
was always envenomed againſt. our captain, and 
| 3 has 
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has not a wound upon his ſkin.—Ah! damn 
the raſcal ! in ſecret he will aſſaſſinate in ſecret! 
Has the ſweat run from our brows for this; that 
we ſhould ſneak out of the world like villains ? 
Thou mfernal beaſt! Have we lived in fire and 
ſmoke for this; to die at laſt like rats? 


GRIMM. 
But, zounds | the captain will be you 


$CHWEIZER, 

Leave that to me. Schufterle ated in the 
ſame manner, but he hangs for it now in Swit- 
zerland, as my maſter foretold to nnn. is 
heard.) 

GRIMM. [Jumping up.] 

Hark | a piſtol ſhot [ ſecond ſhoot. EAno- 

ther! Ah! the captain 


K OSINSK v. 
Putionice 1 Let him ſhoot a third. uA 
third ſhot it e! 


GRIMM. 


It is hel it is! Retire Schweizer! Let us 


anſwer him They found their horns. ] 
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SCENE XIV. 
[ The Fox RON. Enter Mook. ad 


SCHWEIZER. [ Meets him.] 

Welcome, captain. I have been a little quar- 
relſome ſince you went away H Leads him to the 
dead body.]—Be yourſelf the judge between me 
and this fellow. He intended to have amm 


you in ſecret. 


MOOR. 
| [Gazes earneſtly on the corfiſe, then breaks out if 40 
7 ty. ] 3 


Avenging power! this is thy incomprehenſible 
hand! Was not this the man who ſung to me 
the ſyren-ſong ?—Conſecrate this ſword to the 
God of vengeance.— Tis not you wh have 
done this, Schweizer. 

' SCHWEIZER. _ 

Zounds! but I have though ; and by all 1 
devils in hell it is not the worſt thing Jever did 
E ows his ſword over the body, and goes atray.] 

MooR. | Thoughtfully.] 
I comprehend—Ruler of Heaven—I compre- 


hend.—The leaves fall trom the tree—my harveſt 
* 


146 
is come. — Take him out of my fight—{Spiegel- 
berg s body is taken away. ] | - 
GRIM, 


Give us orders, Captain, what we Hall do 
now. 


AAT. 


) 


Soon ſoon all vill be fulfilled. Since I was 
there I haye loſt myſelf. Take up your . borns 
and ſound them : I muſt Jull myſelf aga in with 
12 e of 1 my youth. —Sound, 1 Jay 7 


Ait 2 Kostxsxx. | 310 eee. 408 "wp 

It is ; midnight, Captain,, Sleep les; like lead 
upon us. For three days . A an eye * 
been cloſed. „Bal te aan * 15b Bus: Sts} | 
W_—__ pray 4 bait io aff 

"Hom the balſam of ſleep weigh down, the eye- 
lids of robber? Why then does it fi from me? 
I never. was a coward, or a mean and worthleſs 
wretch.—Begin! begin, Iſay Letme have mulic 
to recover my ſinking ſoul—{ They lay a merch. 
Moon walks % and down, deefily., agitated,, while 
the muſic is playing ; then merrupts them ſuddenty. }— 
Begone, l Goodnight}.  To-monrgw, You thall 
nt 1011 Hot do { out No F-—anoboon 2 
F (16-4 149 Yor s / THE RPPBLRGL, iy, & - 1 7. 
mn Ye * TLaying themſelves upon the ground.) FR 
"Goodnight, Captain—{ Thy fell arr.) 
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SCENE XV. 5 


Moos. 
[Alone awake, while there is a deeft Hence. 


A lon g—long e no bluſhing morn 
will dawn again for me |—Think you I ſhall 
tremble, ſpirits of my murdered victims ! 
will not tremble. Your feeble dying cries, your-- 
diſtorted features, your terrible gaping wounds, 
are but ſo many links of one continued chain of 
fate; and depend perhaps at laſt, when the buf- 
tle of the day is over, on the caprices of my 
nurſes and preceptors, on the temperament of my 
father's conſtitution, on the blood of my mother. 
Why has not Perillus made an ox of me; that 
within me the feelings of humanity might have 
been burnt up He preſents the piſtol. Time 
and eternity embrace over this little tube 
Terrible key, that ſhuts the priſon doors of life 
behind me, and opens to me the habitation of ever- 
laſting freedom. Tell me ! oh tell me! Whither 
—whither wilt thou lead me! To a foreign and 
unexplored country. Lo! humanity ſhrinks from 
the very thought of it—the boundleſs idea of ter- 
nity n. us; and fancy, the playful imi- 
tator 


— WF 4 - 
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tator of the ſenſes, conjures up a thouſand fright- 
ful images before our aſtoniſhed eyes. No, no, 
a man muſt not heſitate—Be- what thou wilt, 
nameleſs futurity, if this conſciouſneſs of exiſt- 
ence remain with me; be what thou wilt, if 
this accompanies me to the regions above. The 
things of eternity are no more than what the 
fancy chooſes to picture them: This conſciouſ- 
neſs is my heaven and my hell I Starthig Yor- 
ward with a fixed comenance. Oh God! Wouldſt 
thou but vouchſafe me ſome burnt-up corner of the 
Lr far removed from the eye of man, where 
the ſolitary night and the perpetual deſert would 
ſurround me I ſhould then fill the ſilent void 
with my groanings. I ſhould have an eternity 
of leiſure to anatomize the complicated machine 
of univerſal miſery.—Or wilt thou lead me 
through new births, and nèw ſcenes of wretch- 
edneſs, ſtep by ſtep; to annihilation? I am not 
ſo well able to cut the thread of life chat is wo- 
ven for me, on the other fide, as I am on this. — 
Thou canſt annibilate me | But this power thou 
canſt not take from me—{ He loads te piſtal, and 
ſuddenly foes. ]—And ſhall I die for fear of a life 
of pain? Shall I. reſign, for miſery, the victory 
oyer myſelf. No ! I will endure all !—{ He throws- 
away the piſtol. Torment itſelf is weakened: by 
my pride ! My deſtiny ſhall be fulfilled . Lie 
le becomes fill darker, and a bell frikes twelve.) 
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[Enter Har RMA x, ho paſſes 8 * ads 5 
terwards the voice of OLD Moon 15 n the 
Tower. |. | A. 1 Pen ; of + ort 

„ b HERMAN» | Ny Wee 
lark hark ! terribly, howls the bird Ef night! 

The village clock ſtrikes. twelve. Well, well! 

all is aſleep—ſave the man whoſe troubled; con- 

ſcience keeps him awake, and revenge A 

goes to the, tower,” and Enocts. —Ariſe, man of ſor: 

rom-inhabitant of the tower! _ feaſt is 

Narbe | LS YT „iA 6 

13191 4+ l | MOOR. | | 
6 3} + [Starts back trembling ]\.. by 
What does that mean? - 5 497 
A arvorce ¶ rom l che Tower.) 1 59 

Who knocks here by L is it you, Henna 

my raven? eee en M 

unix. dunn 
It is Lit is Herman, your raven. dine is 
the grate, and eat. Vouf companions' of the 
night ſhriek terribly —But—You ſeem to have 

nd amr mn man! E NN N 


- 
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RRE NOR. | 
L am very hungry. Thanks to that good Being 
who ſends his ravens with bread into the wilder- 7 
neſs - And how does my dear child, Herman? | 


5 AEMANR R 
Silence! Hum 1” There is a'noiſe as of ſome 


one ſnoring; —Do vou hear pore ob N ba. 
| | 51 IRR" 


THE VOICE. 


How o you hear any thing? 


4 


— 


f Moll oe HERMAN. ns cred thin 
1 TIER the wind whiſtling through the mak of 
the Tower—a midnight muſic which makes one's 
teeth chatter, and one's knees to knock. toge- * 
ther, —Hark ! again! Still there is a noiſe as of 
ſome one ſnoring.—Y ou have For pany, on man! 
Whu! hu! buen ed S e 1 
| THE votes; 1007 2t 
Do you ſce any thing? | | 
| . ._ _ HERMAN. | IV 
n farewell! The waſte is horrible. 


Down to your dungeon—your ſaviour is, near 
your avenger He i is ruſhing away. * 
ö MOOR, 


[8 oldy Aepping forward.) 


| i [Zo 
Who's there? 


! 


Stop! 
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«+ a7 4 | 
MOOR 
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1860 THE ROBBERS : 


.- } MOOR. 
Stoß! Speak! Who are tron What 1 
you here?! Speak!!! St cle 
Dirt:  HERMAN-, tot) Fire fed Ro: 
[Comes forward.) 


Certainly one of his ſpies I fear nothing— 
TAfde.] [Draws his fword.]—Defend | yourſelf, 
raſcal! You have a man before you. 4 

MOOR. 
[ Strikes the ſword out of his hand] 
I will have an anfwer. What means this 


_ childiſh fword play.—Did you fpeak of revenge? 


Revenge here belongs to me ee elſe 
will interfere ? 
HERMAN = 
'[Staggers back terrified. e 
By Heavens! he was never born of woman 
His touch diſarms me—it is like death itſelf. 
THE VOICE. [In the Tower.] 


Alas! alas! is it you, Herman, who ſpeak 


there? With whom are you talking, Hermap? 


MOOR, 

Is there any one beneath this place? What 
is going on here ?—[ Rufles towards the tower.)-— 
Some dreadful ſecret lies concealed 'within this 
tower—with the ſword will I diſcover all. 

HERMAN. Rs 
| [ Approaches, trembling] 

Terrible being! Art thou the accurſed gob- 
lin of this deſert? or art thou one of the infer- 

nal 
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nal miniſters of revenge, who go the rounds of - 
this lower world, and review all the dark and 

diſmal deeds of midnight —Oh! if thou art he, : 
welcome to this tower. 


| MOOR. 

Rightly conjecturedl I am the wanderer of 
the night—the avenging angel. I have fleſh and 
blood as. thou haſt? Is it a priſoner whom 
mankind have driven out of ſociety? I will un- 
looſe his chains —Hark | the voice again. 

We! is the dor? 


-. 
— - — 2 
— — — 


| 7 HERMAN. 
As 4 might Beelzebub burſt the gates of 
Heaven as thou this door, ſtrong as thou art! 
Begone!—The cunning of a raſcal: can do more 
than the intelle& of. a e r 855 with: = 
fans to the tower] | FF 


MOOR. | 
But not more than the craft of a cobber{H6 

takes out ſeveral keys from his pockets.} I now 
thank my God that he Has placed me at the head 
of pickpockets. Theſe keys will mock the fore- 
ſight of hell--f He trier one of them, and opens the 
tower. ' From the dungeon comes out a ſhrivelled old 
man, like a ſkeleton. Moor ſhrinks back Moc bed. | 
Nreadful _ my father! | | 


SCENE 


* 
e —_— In OE > _— —_— — * 4 _ 4 — — 1 wy 
So Ter — PI 9 
" ” N N & 
25 " . 8 — £4" > wy; 12 
Y * 2 5 * — 4 1 2 8———ů— Pry * 1 * 
—— 75 — — 
* * > XC... 7 D e — — — 
— — — m — . * 
„ 


— 


8 © 
: — 1 « 
— — _— 


—- 
— 


Seen RR — 
Nee „ "4 . ” $4 er __— OT 1 : 1» 
* * * - * — * — * 

, 


THE" ROBBERS: 


SCENE XVIE. biel! 


EE 1 


[ier FOREGOING. Ory Moon 


ve 
OLD MR. 0 
Thanks to thee, O God The hour af my 
deliverance is come. i 'tool 
Mook. 1995 903 2 _ 


Spirit of the aged Moor ! What has diſturbed 
thee in thy grave? Haſt thou dragged after thee 
into the other world ſome fin, that bars the door 
of paradife againſt | thee ? I will pray, I will 
have maſſes read, to ſend thy wandering ſpirit 
to its home. Haſt thou plundered. widows and 
orphans of their gold, who now haunt thee in 
this midnight hour? I will tear the buried trea- 
ſure from the claws of the dog of hell, though 
he ſhould ſpit a thouſand flames upon me, and 
gnaſh his horrid teeth at my ſword? Or comeſt | 
thou at my requeſt to unfold. the riddles of futus 
rity ?—Speak.! ſpeak! I am not a man to e 
pale with fear. C S 
OLD Mo %- RN. 

I am no ſpirit. Touch me. I live. Oh, _ 
a wretched exiſtence ! 


| MOOR, 
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+ MOOR- | | 
OW Haſt thou not behind. 3454 
1 "OLD'' MOOR; * 
1 WA been e that is, * of me a 
dead dog was interred in my father's vault, and 
I—fult three long months, have languiſhed in this 
dark diſmal dungeon, cheered by no enlivening 
ſun-beam—fanned by no warm 'zephyr—where 
the night raven croaks, and the ſcreech- owl be- 
gets melancholy by her ſhriekings. Th 
MOOR. 
Heaven and hell! Who has done this? 


HERMA x 
With frantic beg PeſvE- 
A ſon! | 
290 OLD MOOR. 
Do not curſe him 
| Mt as * 
A ſon ! Turning furiouſly: towards , Herman |— 
Serpent-tongued liar A ſon! Speak but the 
word ſon again, and I will plunge ten thouſand 
daggers into thy blaſpheming throat! * | 
HERMAN. 
+ And if hell itſelf ſhould ope its infernal j jaws, 
I muſt ſtill fay—a fon! 71 
FEI oo OT 
[ Petrified with kind} 
O, eternal chaos | 


- 


OLD MOOR. 
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OLD MOOR. 
If thou art a man, and haſt the heart of a man 
—Deliverer! whom I know not, oh! hear the 
forrows of a father, brought upon him by his 


ſons— Three months already I have bewailed 


my griefs to theſe deaf walls: a hollow echo 
only has repeated my lamentation. If thou art 
a man, and haſt the heart of a man 


MOOR. e 

Oh, this piteous appeal would ſubdue even 
wolves ! | 

' OLD MOOR. 

] was lying upon my ſick bed, had ſoundly 
recovered my ſtrength after a lingering illneſs, 
when there came a man who told me my eldeſt 
ſon had fallen in battle, brought me his laſt fare- 
well; and ſaid, that my curſe had hunted him to 
battle—to deſpair, and death 

| HERMAN. 

It was a nie a damned lie! That very vid 
was I—bought by gold and promifes to Jull 
your enquiries after him, and to kill you by the 
melancholy news of his death. 


OLD MOOR. 
Thou! thou! Oh Heaven !—And was this 


an impoſition? Was I then deceived? 


MOOR. 


— . ‚ ” Wer 
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ae deer c Wo iT eee 
[Steht afide een e 

Heareſt thou this, Moor? Heareſt thou this ? 

It _— to come to light! Oh, paaroptaaers; of 


{| 


"HERMAN, 

Spurn me under foot as a viper! I was his 
bafe accomplice : I ſuppreſſed the letters of your 
Charles, forged yours, and ſubſtituted others of 
a more angry and implacable nature. Thus have 
they deceived you—thus have they excluded him 
ne your will and torn him from your heart,” 


MOOR. . 
[$ zudderinę with conſternation.) . 

And for this have I become a robber — mur- 
derer (the | Beats his breaſt and forehead) —Oh, fool ! 
fool! ſtupid fool that I am—Villanous deceit! 
and for this I have become an incendiary and a 
murderer Walks haftily up and down in a kind 4 
fremy.] 4 | 

ol p Mook. 
[Endeavourin to ſuppreſs his anger and indignation ] 

Francis! Francis !—Yet I will not curſe! And 
that I ſhould ſee nothing !—hear M | Woe 
to thee, blind old dotard!_ * 


MOOR. 
[ Stops ſuddenly.) | 

My father immured in a dungeon 1—{ Suppreſ- 
fog his Jing: I- haye nothing to be angry at 
here 
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3 To old TY hy freed ser Pro- 


ee. e altos Vol SETS 
1. 718 OLD Moon. | 3m B1P F. 

gr fainted at the delivery of the heh Wir They 
muſt have ſuppoſed me dead, for when I came to 
myſelf I was lying ſtill on the bier, and wrapped 
in a winding ſheet as one dead. I beat againſt 
the lid of the coffin. It was opened—all around 
was dark—my ſon Francis ſtood before me.— 
« What?” cried he, with a terrible voice, “ wilt 
thou live for ever?“ and immediately ſhut down 
the lid again, The terror of theſe words depriy- 
ed me of my ſenſes. When I awoke the ſe- 
cond time, I felt the coffin lifted from the ground, 
and conveyed in a waggon about the diſtance of 
two miles. At laſt it was opened. 1 ſtood at 
the entrance of this dungeon, my ſon before 
me, and the man, who brought me the bloody 
ſword of my Charles. Ten times I embraced 
his knees, begged and implored—again embraced 
his knees, and conjured him. The prayer of his 
father reached not his heart. Down with the 
old dotard,” faid-he, with a voice, of thunder, 
* he has lived long enough.” Mercileſsly was I 
forced down, and my ſon Francis locked the door 
upon me, | 

| MOOR. 

Impoſſible ! impoſſible !—You muſt have de- 

ee yourſelf. 


OLD MOOR. 
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OLD MOOR. 

In may have deceived myſelf. Hear u more, . 
reſtrain your rage! Thus I lay for twenty hours, 
and no human being took "tho ought of my mi- 
ſery. No human footſtep-broke in upon wy. ſalt 
tude, though they ſay the ſpirits of my forefathers 
drag their rattling chains amidſt theſe ruins, and 
in the dead of night chaunt their funeral ſongs. 
At laſt I heard the door open. This, fame! man 
brought me ſome bread, and water, and told 
me that I was condemned. to be ſtarved to death, 
and that his life was in danger if it mould be 
diſcovered, that he Pn, me... Thus was, 1 
wretchedly kept alive a long time, but the. in- 
ceſſant froſt, the. infeQious, air, my bayndleſs 
grief \—My 'ſtrength. was exhayſted, my, body 
emaciated. Oh a thouſand times did I implore 
my God with tears to releaſe me; but the mea- 
ſure of my ſufferings was not yet filled up, or per- 
haps ſome happineſs” may yet await me, for 
which 1 was ſo wonderfully preſerved, But I 
Way AV yr th Seer if ty Charles! ke had ; 
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SCENE XVIIL , 
[ The FOREGOING, The Ronnzns fart up from © 
| their Jeep. 13 


| THE ROBBERS. EPR 
Ah Holla ! holla |!—What's the raktter ent 
| MOOR, 


& @#® IF * 


ſleep? Eternal 1 itſelf would "er been 
awaked,—Look here! look here! The laws of 
the world depend upon the caſt of a die —the 
band of nature is broken the ancient contract i is 
no more—The ſon has killed the father. 5 


THE ROBBERS, | 
What fays the captain? 


.., MOOR, T7 

No! not killed! The word is a paladin of 
the crime!—The ſon. has racked. the father, put 
him to a thouſand deaths, impaled him, tortured _ 
him, flayed him alive! Even theſe words are too 
ſoft. That deed at which ſin itſelf muſt bluſh, 
at which the cannibal ſnudders, ſuch as no devil 
ſince the creation of the world has ever attained 
to—his own father — The ſon—Oh, look you 
here ! ! look you here! he ſunk into a ſwoon in 


that 


— ww - So 7 OO OT WY IIS 
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that tower has the ſon confined his o_ father— 
cold, nakedneſs, hunger, thirſt; Oh, look 1 
Oh, but look !—lt i A F- muſt TE 
it. * 0978404 abt ee 
' THE ROBBERS. 
[ Preſſing nearer, and ſurrounding the vid no 
Thy e Thy father! d on une 


1, SCHWEIZER, | 
(Auel in a humble haſture, and fall ate _ 
An.]! 
Father of my captain! I kiſs thy. feet! com- 
mand my dagger. Daa BeOS op 
Moo. 
Revenge! revenge revenge for thee! thou 


dreadfully., outraged, facrilegiouly, injured old 
man |, This very moment I tear aſunder the ties 
of .brotherhogd. for ever—{He tears lit . coat from 


1op to botram. I Thus do I curſe in the fight of 
heaven every drop of my brother's blood with- 
in me. Hear me, moon and. ſtars! hear me! 


Oh, dark heayen of midnight, that lookeſt down 


upon this dreadful deed |, Hear me, thrice tre- 


mendous God, who. ruleſt above the moon thou 


Here I kneel here I ftretch- out my hand in 
the dreadful Jead of night. Here I ſwear, and 
may F ature c caſt me forth from her confines as 


11 


who avengeſt and condemneſt on high, above. the 
ſtars, and ſpreadeſt flames of. fire over, the night | 


worſe | 


1 vas opens: 


worſs than thi vileſt brute; if I break +this 
oath, I ſwear never' to -behold the light of day 
until the blood of thĩs parricide be ſhed upon theſe 
ſtones, and ſteam towards heaven He riſes. 
Fenk Noni. . 

It is an infernal act! Who will ſay we are 
rogues! no; by all the devils of burting hell we 
never have _ N if o damnable, 
| " Mo0R. WS 2 
Yes; and by all 90 ſad ſighs of thoſe who e erer 
died by your weapons of thoſe whom” my eon- 
flagration conſumed, and the -powder-magazine 
overwhelmed—No thought of murder or of rob- 
bery ſhall find room in your breaſt till all your 
clothes are died ſcarlet in the blood of that'@urſ- 
ed wretch. This have you never dreamt, that yon 
ſhould become the avenging arm of the powers 
of Heaven? The complicated web of our def- 
tiny is unravelled ! To-day a higher power has 
ennobled all we have done; Adore him who 
has vouchſafed you this illuſtrious employment, 
who has brought you hither, who has 'deigned 
to make you the terrible angels of his niyſte- - 
rious judgment! Uncover your heads! Kneel 
down in the duſt, and rife men ſet apart for a 

facred "OOF —{ The kneel down.] | 

SCHWEIZER. 
Command, captain What ſhall we 17 

MOOR. 


N 
YA. : 


„A 
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tac Mön 0041 11 ed dai 
(ike e and touch theſe venerable 
locks—{ He condufts ' him" 76 zur fathir, and pitts'a 
lock of his hair into kis Bund. Vou remember 


when once you cleaved aſunder the head of a Bo- 


hemian horſeman, as he was brandiſhing his fword 
over me, ſunk as I was down upon my knees, 
breathleſs and exhauſted from exceſs of fatigue ; 
I then promiſed you à reward that ſhould be 
princely. I never yet oe been able to diſcharge 


* debt. A3 
vin nen 


4 4 4 


That you did ſwear to me, it is bea. let 


| me for ever call thee my debto. 


MOOR. | 

No; now 1 will repay thee, Schweizer—ne- 

ver has mortal been honoured as thou art now | 

—Avenge my father |—[ Schweizer riſes.] 

"SCHWEIZER. | | 

Great captain] To- day, for the firſt time, thou 

haſt made me proud, —Command—where—how ? 

FT ſhall I lay him? 

2 | MOOR. 4 
The minutes are counted: thou muſt go quick- | 


ly. Chooſe the worthieſt of the band, and lead 


them to the nobleman's caſtle. Tear him from 
his bed if he is aſleep, or lying in the arms of 
pleaſure—drag him from the feaſt, if he is intoxi- 
cated—drag him om the crucifix, if he is pray- 

M | ing 
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ing before it upon his knees. But mark me: 1 
enjoin you ſtrictly, bring him to me alive. The 
fleſh of that man will I cut in pieces, and give 
it for food to the hungry vultures, who but 
ſcratches his ſkin, or hurts a hair of his head! I 
muſt have him whole and entire; and if- thou 
bringeſt him whole and alive, thou ſhalt have 
a million for thy recompence ; I will-ſteal it from 
kings at the hazard of my life, and thou ſhalt he 
free as air. Thou underſtandeſt me—fly * 
| SCHWEIZER. 1 

Enough, captain! Here is my hand: thou 
ſeeſt either two return, or none. The angel of 
deſtruction attend us ¶ Exit with a muy and HER- 
MAN.) 

MOOR. 

Diſperſe yourſelves in the wood. I ſhall re- 

main here. 


ACT 


A TRAGEDY. | 168 


ACT . 
— ů — 
SCENE I. 


ee ee. n 


Fa Axels, in a nighi-gown, ruſhes in, followed i 


DAxIEL.] 


FRANCIS: 

Betrayed! betrayed! Spirits ruſh from their 
graves! The kingdom of death, let looſe from 
its eternal ſleep, thunders in my ears !—Mur- 
derer ! murderer Who is there? | 


DANIEL. [ Anxiouſly.] 

Heaven help us! Was it you, my noble maſ- 
ter, whoſe ſhrieks re-echoed ſo horribly through. 
the paſſages, that all ſtarted from their beds in 
the utmoſt terror? | 

i FRANCIS. 

From their beds! Who bids you ſleep? | No 
one ſhall ſleep at this hour. —Doſt thou hear? 

=" "2 All 
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All ſhall be awake—in arms—every gun ſhall be 
charged. Didſt thou not ſee them lurking about 
among the trees in yonder avenue ? 


DANIEL. 
| Whom, gracious Sir? 


FRANCIS. | 

Whom, blockhead! Whom! ſo coldly, ſo in- 
differently doſt thou aſk whom ? It has ſeized me 
like a giddineſs—Whom ?—Stupid dolt ! whom? 


_ Ghoſts and devils !—What is the hour of the 


night? 
| DANIEL. 
The watchman has juſt called two. 


FRANCIS. 
What ! will this night laſt till dong 
Heareſt thou no tumult near? No cries of vic- 


tory? no trampling of horſes? Where is Char—, 
the Count, I would ſay ? 


DANIEL, 
I know not, maſter. 


FRANCIS, 
Thou knoweſt not? Thou too art one of this 
gang? TI will ſtamp thy heart through thy ribs! 


with your damned I know not What? Hea- 


ven! hell! all conſpire againſt me? 


DANIEL. 
My maſter! 


- FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

No! I doi not tremble} it was aterely” a 
dream. The dead do not riſe yet: Who ſays 
that I tremble and look pw; No, no : am 
a my eaſe. | 

_ DANIEL, 


Vena pale as death, -your voice is hollow: 
and faultering. | 


FRANCIS. 1 
I have ſomething of a fever: I will be let blood 


to-morrow. | 
DANIEL. 


You are extremely ill. 
FRANCTS. = 
Yes, itideed—indeed'!” that: is all and illtieſs 
deſtroys. the brain, produces ſtrange and madden- 
ing dreams.—But what are dreams—Is it not 
true, Daniel? Dreams ariſe merely from in- 
digeſtion they ſignify nothing: I had & horrid 
dream He Jinks doton in a feoon. 1 
© DANIEL. 3 
Heavens! What is e! an ral 1 
Baſtian'! © Martial Shew but one ſigm of life] 
—i{Stakes' hire] —Preſerve but your reaſon ! it 
will be ſaid I have murdlered on: Lord have 
merey upon me! ee 03: 
FRANC1s8. [Difturbed.] 
Away | begone! Why doſt thou ſhake me 
thus, horrible ſkeleton? The dead rife not yet. 
DANIEL, 
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DANIEL. 


Oh, eternal goodneſs | he has loſt his rea 


FRANCIS. 
{ Raiſes himſelf fainily.] 
Where am 1?—Is it thee, Daniel? What 
have I ſaid? Regard it not! I have ſpoken a 
lie, be it what it will, —Come, help me up! it 
was but a fit of giddineſs—becauſe I becauſe 
I haye not had my ſleep out. mY 
DANIEL. : | 
I muſt call for aſſiſtance: I will call Prey 


FRANCIS, , 

Stay. Sit down here upon this fopha—So— 
Thou art a difcreet—a good man. Let me relate 
it to thee. 

DANIEL. 1 mi 

Not yet; another time. I will take you ta 
bed, Reſt is beſt for you. | 

FRANCIS. | 

No, I pray thee, let me talk to thee, and da 
thou laugh heartily at me. Hark ! methought 
I gave a princely banquet, my heart was full of 
joy; and, as I was revelling in voluptuouſneſs 
on the graſſy banks of the caſtle garden, ſudden - 
— tell thee, laugh thou heap» 
tily at me. 


| DANIEL, 
Suddenly ' 


FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

Suddenly a monſtrous clap of thunder ſtruck 
my aſtoniſhed ear; trembling I ſtarted” up, and 
behold it appeared to me as if the whole horizon 
bad burſt forth into a blaze, and mountains, ei- 
ties, and foreſts, melted as they had been in a 
furnace. A howling blaſt of wind ruſhed o'er the 
agitated billows of the _ the heaven, and ths 
earth. 


DANIEL. 
That's indeed a living picture of the 18 of 
judgment. 

4 FRANCIS; | 
 Pſhaw! Is not abſurd nonſenſe? There 
came forward ONE who had in his hand a brazen 
balance, which he held between eaſt and weſt, 
and ſaid “ Approach, ye children of the duſt z1 

weigh your thoughts,” 


DANIEL. 
God have mercy upon me ! 


FRANCIS, 4 

All ſtood aghaſt and pale as ſnow, expQation | 
beat anxiouſly in every breaſt, when methought 
I heard a voice amidſt the ſtorm pronounce. my 
name ; the marrow congealed within my . 
ang my teeth chattered with horror, 


17 DANTEL. 
- Oh; God forgive you 


FRANCIS. 
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. * FRANCIS. 

That he never can !—Behold quickly there ap- 
peared a venerable old man, bent down with ſor- 
row, his arm gnawn through hunger; all eyes 
turned away in diſguſt from the view of him 
knew him. He cut off one of his venerable ſilver 
locks, and threw it away from him—away ! At 
this moment I heard a voice ſound from the: 
darkeſt part of the rock—* Pardon ! pardon to 
every ſinner on the earth and under the earth 
thou alone art rejected! Ha decſ pa Wen. 
why do you not laugh ? | 


DANIBL. _ 
Can I laugh, when all my powers of ſenfe ſhud- 
der thus? Dreams come from God, VB) 
FRANCIS, | 
Phhaw! pſhaw ! don't ſay that! Call me a 
fool, a child, an idiot! Do fo, dear Daniel, I 
entreat you, but laugh at me ! 


DANIEL, 
Dreams come from God. I will pray for you. 
4. | 
FRANCIS. 


Vulgar ſuperſtition ! vulgar ſtupidity ! It is 
not yet determined whether there be a future 
ſtate, whether or not there be a ſearching eye 
above the ſtars —Ah !- what ! Who inſpired me 
with that thought —15 there an ayenger on high? 
9H 
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No, no !- Ves, yes ! frightfully they hiſs around 
me like ſerpents: © There is one above the 
ſtars who judgeth? What! to meet this great 
avenger this very night! No, do I ſay !—Miſe- 
rable ſubterfuge! behind which thy cowardice 
would hide. itfelf—Deſert, and ſolitary, and ina- 
nimate 1s all above us—But ſhould there after all 
yet be a ſomething No; no, there is not! I will 
have it ſo, there is not — But if indeed there 
be? Woe to me if my actions ſhould! be called 
over before the judge this very night Why do 
I ſhudder thus ?—To die! why does this word 
torment me? To give an account to the judge 
who fits on een if he be 


juſt! 


: 
— — ' — 
- 


SCENE II. 
| * a Foorman, haftily.. 


- FOOTMAN., | 
* has eſcaped, and the Count has (ad- 


denly diſappeared. 


— 9 | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter DANIEL, in great apitation. 


DANIEL. 
My gracious lord, a troop of horſemen are * 
loping up the path- way, crying Murder! murder | 
The whole village is in alarm, 


; FRANCIS. + 

Go; let all the bells be chimed let all to church ; 
let all fall upon their knees to pray for me, All 
priſoners ſhall be liberated. I will reſtore to the 
poor double and threefold; I will- Go then—Call 


the confeſſor, that he may abſolve me of my fins, — 


Art thou not yet gone?—| The tumuli mcreaſes. ] 


DANIEL. 

God forgive me my ſins! What am I to * 
of all this? You have heretofore conſtantly \ 
ſcorhed the very thought of prayer, yo have of · 
ten ſaid to me 


FRANCIS, 40 
No more of that To die! Seeſt thou? To 
die! It is too late [SchwEIZ EI #5 W 
* . then, pray 4 . 


DANIEL, 
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DANIEL. 

I always told you, you deſpiſed prayer too 
much; but take heed l take heed !/ when trou- 
ble comes upon us—when the ſoul is overwhelm- 
£d within us— 

SCHWEIZER Witliout. 


Storm kill! break in]! I ſee light; he muſt 
be there. 


' FRANCIS. 
| [ Upon his knees.) | 
Hear my prayers, God.in Heaven! It is the 
firſt time, God in Heaven, hear me 
SCHWEIZER, [Vl without.) 
Beat them down, comrades | it is the devil 
from hell, and will ſeize your maſter.— Where is 
the demon with all his party ?—Surround the a. 
tle, Grim! ſcale the rampart! 
GRIM, 
| Bring "I, EY, — We'll up, whilſt you watch 
his coming down.—Let us ſet his apartments in 
flames! 
FRANCIS. 
I have been no common murderer, my God! 


J have not — petty crimes, gracious 


God ! 
DANIEL. 


God have mercy. upon us! His very Prayer g 
a ſins—{ They throw. flones and — 
u windows are broken:] / 


FR . 
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FRANCIS. | 
I cannot pray.—Here, here !|—| Beating his breaft 
and forehead. |— All my hopes are blaſted: all is 
gs: II will pray no more. 
DANIEL. 
Jeſus Maris! Help—fave—the whole caſtle 
is in flames! 


7 


FRANCIS, 
Here, take this ſword ; plunge it into my body, 
that theſe villains may not treat me with ſcorn 
and derifion—{ The fire increaſes. 
DANIEL. 
Hold ! hold ! I will ſend no one before his time 
to heaven, far leſs to He runs off. |] 


SCENE IV. 


{Francis follows him with a ghaſtly grin : after. 4 
pane. ] 


FRANCIS. 
To hell thou wouldſt have ſaid Alas! 1 per- 
ceive ſomething like it. Are theſe the cries of 
hell? Do I hear you, ye hiſſing ſerpents of hell? 
Hark ! they are preſſing up the ſtairs they are 
ſurrounding the door. Why do T tremble thus 
| | | before 
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6 ſword ?—Ha ! the door falls 
in—burſts open—inevitable—[He leafs into the - 
flames. "The fun ſuing: robbers preſs upon Am.] 


SCENE V. 
Sctns the fame as at the end of the Fourth 48. 


[ The old Count Mook fitting upon a fone, CrArLEs 
Mook oppoſite to kim—RoBBERs Mn! in the 


_ wood.) 
MOOR. 
Was he dear to you? Your other ſon ? 
OLD MOOR, 


Thou knoweſt it; heaven !—Ah! why did 1 
ſuffer myſelf to be deceived by the cunning of an 
abandoned ſon? I was envied by every father. 
My children bloomed around me full of hope; 
but—Oh the unhappy hour ! the evil demon en- 
tered into the heart of my ſecond ſon—I confided 
in the ſerpent - loſt both my children |—{ Covers 
* — 80 Charles Moor goes to ſome * from 


OLD MOOR. | 
Oh! deeply do I feel the words of Amelia; 
the ſpirit of vengeance ſpoke by her lips: © In 

4 | voin 


' 
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vain wilt thou ſtretch out thy dying hands to em- 
brace thy ſon ; in vain wilt thou hope to graſp 


the warm hand of thy Charles; he will never 


more ſtand. before thee.” —{ Charles Moor fetches 
out his hand to. him; his face turned away.|— 
Oh that it were the hand of my Charles 
But he lies buried in a diſtant country, he ſleeps 
the ſleep of death! No more will he hear the 
voice of my complaining ! Oh how miſerable to 
die in the arms of a ſtranger—without a ſon— 
without a ſon to cloſe my eyes ! | 
MOOR. | 
In the greateſt agitation.] 
It muſt be ſo—now—leave me [fo the Rob- 
bers]- and yet—Am I able to give him back his 
ſon? I cannot give him back his ſon——No, I 


will not do it. 
OLD MOOR. 


How, friend! Didſt thou not murmur. ſome- 
thing to thyſelf? | 
| MOOR. | 
Your ſon—yes, old man! Stammering your 


- fon—is—loſt for ever. 


OLD MOOR, 


For ever! 
MOOR- 


| In dreadful agony.] | 
Oh! for this time only—Let not my ſoul fail 


me. Support me but this once. | 
OLD 


5 
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4+ OAD MOOR. 
For ever, ſayeſt thou? 


e 
Ax no more. I ſaid for ever. 
J * - Ro 

Stranger] ſtranger | Why didſt thou take me 

from my dungeon? Fe KEE 
MOOR... 

What Halde. Could I now but ſteal his 
bleſſing ſteal it like a thief, and eſcape with the 
heayenly booty Falls down before him.]—I have 
burſt the bars of your dungeon—Embrace me, 
divine old man! 

OLD MOOR. 
[ Preſſes him againſt his heart. | 

Oh, would it were a father's kiſs} I will think 
[ ſalute 24 Charles !|—Canſt thou weep too ? 


MOOR. 
5 1— agitated.] | : 
I thought it was a father's kiſs—{ Falls on his 

neck. A pauſe. They hear a confuſed noiſe, and 
perceive the light of torches. Charles Moor ſprings " 
#p.]—Hark | vengeance calls! they come !—{ He 
looks earneſtly on the old man, then caſts his eyes uft- 
ward. Inſpire me with all the tiger's rage, thou 
ſuffering lamb; I will bring thee a ſacrifice that 
ſhall darken the glittering ſtars above, and be- 
numb all nature with a death-like horror—| Torches 
Ae 8 . 
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I ſhudder at your piety. 
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appear —the tumult approackes— repeated Piſtol flats 


are heard. | 
OLD MOOR. 


Alas! Oh, heavens! what is that inexpreſ- 


ſible noiſe Does it proceed from the hire- 


lings of my ſon Francis? Will they drag me 
from the dungeon to the ſcaffold? _ | 
ve” OE MOOR. 
In a poſture of prayer with great fervency.] 
Hear the prayer of an incendiary, thou aven- 
ger in Heaven! Let him be immortal. Let him 
not periſh under the firſt ſtroke. Let every drop 


of blood that flows from his heart be nectar to 


me—every wound of my ſword a ſource of de- 
light!“ 5 
OLD MOOR. 
Alas! what doſt thou mutter, ſtranger ?' "Tis 
horrible! *tis horrible 283 ' 
MOOR, | 
Iam praying A noiſe as of the Robbers affrroack- 


ing.) 
| OLD Moon. 
Oh! remember my Francis in your prayers— 
%% * 
[With ſupprofed rage. 
I do remember him: 
OLD MOOR. | 
But is that the tone of prayer? Ceaſe, ceaſe! 


SCENE 


So V VI. 


T Enter * with a party 7 the Robbers ; ; 
Francis Mook i chains in the midſt of them, 


<1 ena kann, 
Triumph, captain Here is the vllin——Thare 
kept my word. 
GRIMM. 
We dragged him an the flames oy his caſtle, 
and routed his vaſlals; 


KOSINSEKY. 
His caſtle is in flames behind him—the me 


mory of his name is no more A diſmal fiauſe 
pon the tage. Charles Moor comes ſlowly FIGS] 


MOOR. 
. To Francis, in a hollow voice.] 
Doſt thou know me ?—{ Francis fands with his 
eyes fixed on the ground, and makes no anſwer.) 
| Moon. 
\ [Leads him to his father. 3 
Doſt thou know this man? 


N FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS/MOOR. 
[ Staggers back thunderſtrucł. 


God of Heaven]! cruſh me My father 


OLD: MOOR. 
Turns away ſhuddering.] 


Go, God forgive thee! I forget it. 


MOOR. 


[With fern ſeverity.] 


May my curſe hang heavy on thy prayer, and 
clog its flight to the Almighty !—Doſt thou know 
this tower too ? 


FRANCIS MOOR. 
[ Fiercely to Herman. 


What! monſter! Did thy ſpite againſt. my 
family purſue my father to this tower? | 


HERMAN. 


Bravo! bravo! what devil is ſo abandoned as 
to deſert his vaſſal at the laſt extremity! 


MOOR. 


| Relough. Conduct this old man deeper } into 
the wood. I want not a father's tears to excite 
me to what I am now about to do—{ They lead the 


Old Count Moor, who is in a ſtate inſenſibility, off the 


fage.]—Come nearer, . banditti !—\ They form a 
half circle, and lean ſuuddering on their arms]—It- is 


well. 


Let not a word be uttered—may I hope 


for forgiveneſs; the man that moves his lips be- 


fore 1 command, ſhall receive the contents of this 
piſtol | 


Silence 
FRANCIS 


> a 
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© FRANCIS Moon. 

[Te Herman, in à tranſport 'of rage." 
Ha!] villain! Oh that Feouldfpit poiſon upon 
| thee! This is indeed bitter eng ' with 
rage, and ng his chain. 


Moon. 

| 22 great dignity.) 
Here I ſtand an accompliſher of che judg- 
ments of God, I have to try a cauſe of "which 
no earthly judge can take cognizance. Sinners 
fit upon the judgment-ſeat, and I, the greateſt 
among them,—Caſt lots with your daggers : he 
that in compariſon with this man is not pure 
as a ſaint, let him quit the ground, and break 
his dagger as a token !—Throw down your dag- 
gers The Robbers all throw down their daggers 
unbroken. To Faancis.]—Be proud! thou haſt 
this day made angels of criminals !—Still is one 
dagger miſſing¶ He draws his own. A grand 
pauſe. His mother was mine—{To Kofinſty and 
Schweizer.) —Be you the judge !—{ He breaks his 


a 3 . 
0 


| C) i 


dagger, and ſteps afide muck agitated. 
SCHWEIZER. [After à fauſe. 
Why do we ſtand here like ſchool-boys, and 
rack our brains for inventions? So rich is life in 
variety of pleaſures, and death ſo poor in tortures 


[ Stamping on the ground. — Do thou n I-am ; 


_ puzzled: | 
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'N KOSINSKY.., 4 
Think on that hoary-head !—Look but at that 
tower, and be animated. I am but a ſcholar— 
Shame on thee, maſter! Pp | 
SCHWEIZER, . , i 
Though I am grown grey in ſcenes of horror, I 
ſhall be as Poor as a beggar in this. —Did he not 
commit the crime in this tower? Do we not 
pronounce ſentence upon deeds done in this 
tower ?—Down with him! In this dungeon let 
him rot alive! 
THE ROBBERS, ith one woice.] = 
Down! down with him ner ruſh 05 
ane e 1 
' FRANCIS MooR, 
[prin ging into his brother's arms, |. | 
ar me from the claws of theſe, murderers! 


e Save me, brother ! 5.4 4 


| MOOR. [Very ap © 
Its you that have made me their leader !— 


{ Francis foggers back terri me: Win you ſtill i in- 
treat me? 


124 


TE xO5BERS. 
De tumult mn 1 

Down ! down $1108 7 
hg renn IO 22s 1d] 2130 Bf 

, Mops him with dignity and gtief.} 

Son of my father! thou haſt bereft me of hea- 
ven. May this fin be removed from thy head 
121 1 
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As a fon, the torments of hell await thee I for- 
give thee, brother He embrates him, and haftens 
from the tage, Francis is thrown down into the dun- 
geon, ; the loud exultations of the Rob bers. - wh 


ee 
L in deep thought: 1 | 
| It is e ! T thank thee, Ruler of al 
things! it is accompliſhed! —[ Decay meditating. 
IS THIS TOWER THE GOAL TO Wien THOU 
HAST LED ME THROUGH WAYS FULL OF BLOOD? 
Au t BECOME THE CHIEF OF, SINNERS?  Eter- 
nal Providence] here I ſhudder—and adore! In 
thee 1'truſt ; and having gone thus far, I now de- 
fiſt. The warrior falls with the greateſt glory in 
the midſt of victory On this calm evening will I 
periſh! Bring my father to me Same of the 
on cad bs ro the old Gount. | 


| op MOOR, 
Whither do you lead me? Where is oy ſon 


Francis? 4” 


4 


MOOR. 
"Twit dignified rompuſure. 1 
Planets and grains of ſand have their allotted 
places in the creation-—your fon has his, Be ſtill ; 


fit down. | 
OLD MOOR. 


8 1 
a I then NO. c child ! no child left! 
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Moon. 
Be ſtill; fit down, 
OLD MOOR. 


Oh barbarous kindneſs! thus to drag a ind 
old man from the dungeon—to greet him with 
theſe words: Thy children are butchered?” I 
beſeech you, complete your mercy, and thruſt me 


again into my cell. 
MOOR. 


[ Serzes his hand with warmth, and raſes it ener} 
Heaven. | 
Blaſpheme not, old man blaſpheme not God, 


before whom I now pray with increaſed confi- 


dence. To-day the greateſt criminals have 54 
proached the throne of mercy. | 
OLD MOOR, | Sternly.] 
And have learned to aſſaſſinate 
Moor. ¶ Augriy. ] 
Grey-beard ! no more ¶ More mildly, and with 
forrow.] — When God himſelf reclaims ſinners, 
ſhould; ſaints reject them? And where would 


you find words with which you might addreſs 


him, if this day he ſhould BAPTIZE FOR THEE A 
SON ? | 8 


OLD MOOR. 
[With a tone of anguiſh.) 
Do you then baptize this day with blood ? 
Moor. [Murmuring.) 
How ſayſt thou? Does deſpair ſpeak the truth? 


voy old man, with blood can Providence bap- 
tize 


> 
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tize — with blood has he this day baptized you a 
ſon. His ways are ſtrange and awful, but they 
lead to tears of joy. - 
OLD MOOR. 
Where ſhall I weep them? 
MOOR, 
[ Throwing himſelf into his arms 1 
on the boſom of thy Charles 
- OLD MOOR. [In ne ] 
My Charles lives ! 


MOOR. 

Your Charles lives n to — your 
ſaviour, your avenger!—{ Pointing ; towards . the 
toter. — Thus has your favourite ſon rewarded 
you—it is thus—{ He preſſes him, more cloſely to his 
breaſt.) —Y our loſt ſon avenges himſelf! 

1 THE ROBBERS. 

There are people in the wood, —Hark! Do 

you not hear their yoices ? Te! Os | 
MOOR. | Starts up. 2 * 

Call the reſt of the band—{ Exeunt ROBBERS. 
CHARLES Mook 70 himſelf. It is time, my ſoul— 
Away with the cup of pleaſure, ere it poiſons. la 

| OLD; MOOR. 

Are theſe men your friends? their way leoks | 

terrify me * il 41500 7a 


MOOR. 
All, my FORT. '—Aſk me not nt bud. 
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SCENE. VII. "28 
Euter AMELIA with difhevelled hair ; the whole 
band follow her, and _ themſelves in the back 


ground.) 
AMELIA. 


The 90 they ſay, ariſe at his 3 
uncle lives from this tower. — Charles uncle! 


where ſhall I find yout 
MOOR. 

7 Shuddering back.] 

Who brings that picture before my eyes? 
or p MOOR. 

[Riſes trembling. ] 
Amelia my niece! Amelia! 
5 5 AMELIA. | ; 


| Roher into the arms of the Old Count. 1* 
Thee again, my father—and my Charles—my 


all! 
OLD Mook. 


My Charles alive—Thou—I—all ave: all! 

my Charles lives 11 8 n 
' MOOR, 

1 the band toith belemente.] 

Brothers! away | The devil has betrayed me 


FH 
TS ; 
* 


Je | ANELIA. 
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AMELIA. 


[Springs from the ald Gount;, and rhes into th en, | 


„ Man of . Charles Moor.] ITT IF 
I hold him! Oh Heavens | Lhol m 


Moo not vm 2 

Tear her from my neck 1—Murder her! mur- 

der him] me vou all! Let the whole "Os 
periſh! | 041% HI Off IH” WML 

, G  MMEIBA. {1114 

My beloved! my beloved! Thou art — Ke 
Ha! he is in ecſtaſy—in the midſt of happineſs! 
Why am I thus inſenſible? Why in the midſt of 
bliſs unutterable am I thus unmoved ? 


9 


OLD MOOR. 
G my children Thy hand, N 
Thine, Amelia, I never hoped for ſuch. happi- 


neſs on this ſide the . 141 will unite them for 


ever. 

AMELIA.. 
For ever his! for ever |. for ever | mine for 
ever! Oh ye powers of Heaven! Free me 


from this deſtroying ecſtaly—I ſhall peri h | 


its e Pr 1 
_ itt, LEAF 12 
1 Moon. 5rts Wi 2 men 
2 himſelf fro from 1 1. 1 
222 away) unhappieſt of brides i Baiold 
thyſelf | | examine thyſelf! |—Hear r!—Moſt wretched 


of fathers | 'T muſt f f fly from you for ever, 


421 Ch 1 
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AMELIA. 
Where! what! Oh, my love ! an eternal, 
. bliſs awaits us, and thou flieſt! 


OLD MOOR. 

can my ſon forſake us? my ſon forſake 1 us! 

MOOR. "0 
"Tis too late! 'tis in vain! —Your curfe, OA 
ther !—Aſk me no more queſtions—your pre- 
meditated curſe!—{firmly.])—Periſh then, my 
Amelia! periſh my father a ſecond time by my 
hand! Theſe your deliverers are robbers and 
murderers ! you ſon is—their captain | 


OLD MOOR. 


Oh God ! my children! He dies) 
AuELIA. 
[ Thunderfiruck. The whole band preſerve a 4 cad. 
ful filence. | 


MOOR. [In deſpair.] ; 

The ſouls of thoſe whom I have murdered in 
the bed of love—thoſe whom I have maſſacred in 
their ſweet ſlumber—thoſe | Ha, ha, ha! Do 
you hear the powder-magazine burſt over the ha- 
bitations of women in labour? Do you ſee the 


flames ſurround the cradles of infants? There 


is my bridal-torch! there my nuptial ſong! Oh! 
he forgets not—he, knows how to admoniſh! 
Away, then—away from me delights of love! 
Love is to me—a puniſhment! it is retribution! 


„IIA. AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. ; 
[Recovering from her aftoniſkment.]' | 
CD s true! thou ruler of Heaven! He hb 
What have I done, I was innocent 4 
_ have loved Ty1s MAN! 


*. MOOR. 
This is more than a man can bear. I have 


heard the ſound of death from more than ten 
thouſand muſquets, and never flinched, and ſhall 


I now learn to tremble like a woman? tremble 
before a' woman ?—No! a woman ſhall never 
ſhake my courage—Blood! blood! This tender- 
neſs will paſs away. I muſt drink blood—and 
then bid defiance to the tyrant Deſtiny—[He & 
! 
AMELIA. 
[Falls into his arms. 
Murderer!, Devil! L cannot leave thee ; ne 
angel! | * 
07. dee | 
[Stade aged 
1h . A K ea Do I rave? Has hell i in- 
vented new artifices to play its game upon me? 
She embraces the neck of a murderer and an in- 
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| Moon. 
Still ſhe loves me!] ſtill —I am pure as light ! 
She loves me with all my ſins—¶ Melting in trunſ- 
port. — The children of light weep over par- 
doned ſinners Here let the ſerpents of the furies 
die — Hell has loſt its terrors—I am again hap- 


py + Hides his face in her ee r greatly 


dee pauſe. ] 
GRIMM. 


[ Coming forward in a rage. ! 

Stop, traitor! let go that arm, or I will wal 
a word to you that ſhall make fs ears ring and 
appal thy verv ſoul * 

SCHWEIZER. 
[ Stretches his ſtword between both. bd 

Think on the Bohemian foreſts! Doſt thou 
hear? Doſt thou ſhudder ? Thou ſhalt think on 
the Bohemian foreſts. Perfidious wretch !—where 
are thy oaths? Doſt thou ſo eafily forget our 
wounds, while we ſacrificed for you—happt- 
neſs, honour, and life !—whilt we ſtood like 
pillars. _ Didſt thou not then ſtretch out, thy 
hand, and ſwear a ſacred oath? Didſt thou not 
ſwear never to abandon us, if we never ahandon- 


ed thee? Baſe! perfidious wretch ! and wilt 


thou turn apoſtate, becauſe,a woman weepsd 
THE ROBEIE B. 
[ Opening their breafts 17, ny 
Look here! look! Doſt thou know theſe 
wounds? with our own heart-blood we bave 
bought 


* 
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bought thee as our ſlave Thou art ours, though 


the Archangel Michael ſhould fight with Moloch 
for you! Along with us ! ſacriſice for ſacrifice! 
love for n a woman for the band ! 


Mb) wit | 4 


"Moor. 8 

uu e en 

It is over. I would return and go to TY ks 
ther, but Heaven ſays, No!—Do not roll thy eyes 
fo, Amelia Ihe does not want me. Has he not 
creatures enough? Can he miſs one 16 eaſily? 
That one am n eotmrades A nk Hurts vie 
W the Band.] * 

AMEILIA. 

1 ¶ Pulling him hct 

Il ade bie, Us Udi 


[Again OO PRE EA and have 


wo 01 Of 273'wQ 
10 Mook. 
eis x fd 0 the bats ofthe fot I will 


not kill the: | 
AMELIA« 


[ Embracing his knees. ] N 


Oh, for God's! for mercy's ſake! I will think | 


no more of love I know we are curſt by fate 
Death is now my only requeſt.— Seel my hand 
ſhakes. I have no courage to give the blow. I 
am afraid of the glittering blade. For thee it is 
fo eaſy, inuned zs. thou art to death. Draw * 
ſword, and am happy. 


MOOR. 


— 
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| MOOR: -[Firmly;] 26 
Wouldſt thou be err dons ?—Avray! 1 
not kill a woman. 
AMELIA. | | 5605 
Ha! aſſaſſin! Thou canſt only ſlay, the . 
whilſt thou granteſt life to thoſe that are wea- 
ried of ii ¶ Inplores the band. — Then do ye take 
pity upon me, ye diſciples of ſlaughter. There is 
a blood-thurſty compaſſion in your very looks that 
is a conſolation to the wretched. Diſpatch — 
Your maſter is a cowardly boaſter—{ Some. of ſhe | 
. Robbers preſent their pieces at her. | | 


MOOR. : | Furionſly. | 
Back, monſters !—{ He feps between tem. Let 
no one venture to violate my ſandtuary! She is 
mine—{ Raiſes her in his arms. And now let hea- 
ven and hell combine their powers to force her 
from my arms love prevails over oaths—{ He lifts 
her from the ground, and ſhows her to the whole band 
with ſome degree of compoſure. | — What nature unites 
who dares to ſeparate ? 
Tux ROBBERS. 
| [ Preſenting their pieces.) 
We. | 
| MOOR, | 
[With a contemputnous ſmile.] 
Feeble wretches He filaces Amelia, who is 
- almoſt lifeleſs, non the ground. — Look up, my be- 
l the benediction of a prieſt will never 
unite 
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unite ur- But I khow.what's better Takes e 


Amelia s handkerchief, and expoſes her neck ; then ſpeaks 
to the band in a milder voice. Gaze upon this beau- 
ty, villains [ Texderly and ſorrotpfully.— Does 
it not melt you, ye banditti [ After a pauſe, with 
incregfing tenderueſs.— Look at me, villains—I am 
young, and I love Here am I beloved - adored. 
I have reached the gate of paradiſe—[ In a ſoft 
and ſupplicating voice. — Shall my brethren tear me 


back ?—[The Ronsers lang aloud. Moor cn. 
tinues with firmneſs.]—Sufficient”! Thus far nature 


Now begins the man I, too, am one of you, 
ye murderers, and— with dignity]—your captain! 
Is it with the ſword you demand right from your 
captain, ye banditti ?—[with a commanding voice.] 


[ The Robbers throw their arms to the ground terri- 
fed} 
MOOR. 


Behold ! now you are no more than infants, and 


I am free. Moor muſt be free, if he will be 
great. This triumph is worth an elyſium of love. 
[ He draws his. ſword.) Do not call that madneſs 
which you have not the foul to call greatneſs — 


The feelings of deſpair ſoar above the grovelihg 


diQtates of tranquil wiſdom. On deeds ſuch as 
theſe, we pauſe and conſider before we commit 


them. I will ſpeak of it afterwards—[He ruſhes 
„ towards 


—Down with your arms? Your maſter ſpeaks to 


dies.] 
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towards Amelia, and fn Ai ud fave her 
h,! e ab e 


THE ROBBERS. THAT 1 
[Clapping their, hands furiouſly. 1. * 
Bravo! bravo! That is reſcuing his honour like 
a Prince of Robbers Bravo! 
OO R. 


Tinh before Amelia, and exards. her i. bs | 


drawn ſtword. 

Now ſhe is mine mine or eternity is the 
caprice of a fool. Married with the: ſword, I 
have led home my bride in ſpite of the oppoſition 
of my enemy Walls firoudly from her.]-—Many a 


revolution ſhall the earth make ro the ſun, 


before he ſhall behold a ſecond deed like this 


| [ Tenderly to Amelia.]—This death from the hands 


of thy beloved—thy D it not ſweet, 
my Amelia? 


AMELIA. Dying. | 
O moſt ſweet ! She fretches out her hand, _ 5 


. Mook. [To the band.] 5 

Now, ye miſerable felons! did your villanous 
demands ever ſoar thus high? A life you have 
ſacrificed for mea life which was already worth- 
leſs—a life full of diſgrace. and infamy. I have 
butchered for you an angel Throws his ford 


among them with contempt.] — Banditti] we have 


gone with each other. This corpſe diflolves my 
| Ty | agree- 
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agreement with you, and I * Ro your 6 
pores of the contract. | 
| THE ROBBERS. 
[ Preſſing round him.) 
Thy flaves till death. 
MOOR. 

No, no, no! we have done. My- genius 
whiſpers ſoftly “ Go no further, Moor—here 
muſt be thy boundary” thus far could nature go: 
—here her career is ſtopt.”— Take back this 
bloody cockade—[ He throws his cockade upon the 
grothid He that wiſlies to be captain after 8 


let him take it up. 
THE ROBBERS. 


Ok, how cowardly ! Where are all your high- 
towering plans? They were only bubbles, burſt 
by the dying ſtruggles of a woman. 

Moor. [With dignity. 

Inquire not into my deſigns; this is my laſt 
command.—Come ! form a circle around me, and 
attend to the will of your dying captain ¶ He ſur- 
veys the band attentively.]—Y ou base all been 
faithful to me faithful beyond example. If 
virtue had bound you thus together inſtead of ini- 
quity, you had been heroes, and men would have 
ſpoken of you with exultation. Go, and dedicate 
your ſervices to the ſtate. Serve a king who fights 
for the rights of mankind : with this bleſſing I 
diſmiſs r Schweizer and Kofinſty.]—Do ' 
O you 
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you ſtay—{Exeunt the other ROBBERS mY and 
with ſigns of emotion. ] 


* SCENE VIII. 


Moor, SCHWEIZER, KoerwonF:] 


MOOR. 

Give me your right hand, Koſinſky, and you, 
Schweizer, your left He takes their hands, and 
goes between them— To K OSINSK Y,]-—Y oung man, 
thou art ſtill uncorrupted, guiltleſs alone among 


the guilty.— [To schWEIZER.I—Deeply have I 


bathed this hand in blood I have done it With 
this graſp I take back what belongs to me.— 
Schweizer, you are pure ¶ He lifts up their hands 


doit earneſineſs towards heaven.|—Father of hea- 


ven! Here I give them back to thee—they will 
cling to thee more firmly than if they had never. * 
fallen I am aſſured of this Schweizer and Rall 

fall upon each other's neck. Not yet, not yet, my 
beloved friends. Spare my courage in this aveng- 
ing hour! The title of Count, with an inheri- 
tance, has this day fallen to my lot—a treaſure on 


which no curſe has yet fallen. Divide it between 


you; my children: become good citizens; and 
if for ten, whom I have deſtroyed, you make but 
| - 


- 
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one happy, my ſoul will be ſaved.— Go, now, 
farewell! we ſhall meet again in another world 
perhaps not.— Begone quick! before my cou: 
rage fails me. | 

[ Exennt botk with their faces covered. 


3 a 


0 th e 
A ess am a goo citizen. What law is (o 


terrible as that which. I have obeyed? What | 


vengeance or atonement of offenee can be like to 
mine? Be my fate fulfilled ! I remember, that 


on my road hither, I ſpoke to a poor man w) 


worked for his daily ſuſtenance, and had eleven 
naked and uneducated children.—A thouſand du- 


cats have been offered to whoever ſhall deliver up 
alive the Rozzzx Moon. This poor man ſhall 
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0 NEW BOOKS: a 


PRINTED FOR R. D. SYMONDS, PATERNOSTER-ROW. 


A NEW GERMAN GRAMMAR, 1 
Under the Patronage of His Royal Higliness the Duke of York. 


1. A CONCISE PRACTICAL GRAMMAR of the 


GERMAN TONGUE.. By the Rev. WII 
LIAM RENDER, Teacher of the German Language in 
the Univerſity of Cambridge. Price 6s. neatly bound. 

In this Grammar conciſeneſs and perſpicuity have been 
eſpecially attended to, by which the ftudent will be ena- 
bled to avoid much unneceſſary trouble and perplexity. - - 
The German type, cut on purpose for this work b y Me. 
Caflon, is the EA of the kind that has ever been ſeen in this 
country; and it is preſumed will be found, on inſpection, 


to be much ſuperior in elegance to the ſame kind of type m 


uſe on the Continent. An engraved alphabet, and exam- 
ples of the German writing charatter, are likewiſe. given, 

which will enable the learner to read with facility any 
written correſpondence in that language; an advantage 
which cannot be found in any other Grammar of the Ger- 


man language, or indeed any other Engliſh publication. 


2. COUNT BENY OWSKY ; or, the ConseIRAacy 
or KAMTSCHATKA, a Tragi-Comedy, in Five Acts, by 
Baron KoTZEBUE, Author of the Stranger, Lovers 
Vows, &c. &c. from the German, by the Rev. W. Rex- 
DER, Teacher of the German Language in the Univerſity 
of Cambridge, embelliſhed with an elegant Frontiſpiece, 
price 3s. 6d. ſewed. | | 157 

* He has produced an ADMIRABLE TRAGEDY, 
THE BEST, in our opinion, that has appeared from the 


German. | | 
Vidæ Critical Review, June, 1798. 


3. DON 


— 


BOOKS PRINTED FOR H. D. SYMONDS. 


DON CARLOS, a Tragedy, Second Edition, 
| * from the 2 of FRE DE 1CK SCHILLER; 
Author of the Robbers and Miniſter, embelliſhed with an 
elegant Frontiſpiece, price 5s. in boards. 
The Rev. Mr. Render particularly recommends to hiv 
finds and other readers the Drama of Don Carlos, as one 


of the beſt tragedies that has . beenQranflated of the fa- 
mous Schiller. 


4. PLAN of the NEW ILLUSTRATION of - 
the SEXUAL SYSTEM of LINN AUS. By Ro- 
BERT JoHN THoRNToN, M. D. late of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, Lecturer on Medical Botany at Guy's Hoſ- 
pital, One of the Council in the Botanical Department of 
the London Medical Society, Phyſician to the General 
Niſpenſary, Honorary Member of the Phyſical Societies 
of Guy's and Bartholomew's Hoſpitals, Member of the 
Ly tha Medicum Londinenſe, &c. Author of Medical 
ExiriGs on the Nature of Health, with Practical Obſer- 
vations, and the Laws of the Nervous and Fibrous Syſ- 
tems, and of Letters to Dr. Beddoes on the Theory and 
Practice of Pneumatic Medicine. 


Ds. TrorxTow's New Iluſtration of the Sexual yl. 
tem of Linnæus will conſiſt of twelve, or at moſt n 
Parts or Numbers. 

Each Part will be publiſhed Quarterly“ until the com- 
pletion of the Work, and will contain never leſs than 
iſt. Three ſheets of fine lerter-preſs. 


ad. Four excellent Engravings in black, one of which 
will be a Portrait; and, Pe gas | 


a .zdy.- One om? Botanical Have, Wigs Folio, in c- 
lows, 


Directions for plac * plates will be jven in the laſt 
* with a ora of the Subſcribers a Purchaſers. 


The price to Subſcribers is One Guinea a number, = 
to n a Guinen 1 a half per number. 


e &. was publiſhed May 1 uſt, 1799. Pare n. 1 
6e 5 
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BOOKS PRINTED FOR K. D. 8YMONDS,, « 


Ni. B. The ſubſcription, conſiſting of 750 perſons, is 
cloſed, and only fifty (extra copies have 

Non-ſubſcriber.—T o be had of Symonds, No. 20, Pater- 
noſter-row ; Richardſon, Cornhill ; Dilly, Poultry, Cox, 
St. Thomas's-ſtreet; White, -Fleet-ſtreet ;| Murray and 
Highley, near Temple Bar ; Evans, Pall Mall ; Harding, 
St. James's-ſtreet ;; Clarke, Bond-ſtreet ; or of Dr. Thorn- 
ton, No. 38, Duke-ſtreet, (3roſvenor-{quare. | 


Of the excellency of the Plates, we are able to ſtate the 
following flattering teſtimony from Dr. Rutherford, F. R. S. 
Profeſſot of Botany, and Preſident of the Edinburgh Col- 
lege of Phyſicians. © The Nzw ILLUsTRATION, I 
may well judge, from the ſpecimens before-me, will indeed 
far ſurpaſs in elegance and ſplendour every thing that has hi- 
therto been offered to the memory of Linnzvs. I do not 
know which moſt to admire, whether the accuracy of the 
deſigns, the ſoftneſs and delicacy of the engravings, or the 
general effect of the whole. I never did ſee repreſentation 
of any flowers whatever in colours more brilliant, or more 
juſt. At a ſmall diſtance one would rather have imagined 

at the real objects themſelves were before us, than only 
their pictures; the deception is, I think, complete. The 
New Illuſtration will be not only the moſt ſplendid Bota- 


nicat Work extant, but a example, ſhewing to 
what a height one of the chief branches of the fine arts has 
attained n Kaghot” . ng be 


. PLATES of the HEART, illuſtrative of the CIR- 
CULATION of the BLOOD; and the EFFECTS 
of OXYGEN AIR on the BLOOD, By RosERr 
Journ TroxxToON, M. D. now publiſhing'in Numbers, 
a New Illuſtration of the Sexual Syſtem of Linnæus, &c. 


6. Dr. Thornton's Medical Extradts, 


In Five large and elegant Volumes, Octavo, illuſtrated by many new Anato- 
mical Plates, and the Heads of the moſt Eminent Teachers of Medicine. 


MEDICAL EXTRACTS on the NATURE of 
HEALTH and DISEASE, with Practical Obſervations, 
including the Laws of the Animal Economy, and the 
Doctrines of Pneumatic Medicine. The F — Edition, 
including very conſiderable Additions. oh 
a ©: : f 7. 
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